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Ophelia, Dazghrer to Polonius, is Mrs. Santlow. 


Ladies attending on the Queen. 
SCENE. ZLSINOOR. 


Prince of DENMARK. 


F 
SCENE I. An open Place before the Palace. 
Enter Bernardo and Franciſco, t2:0 Centinels. 
BERNARDO. 


4 HAMLET, 
H:r A Piece of him. | : ; 
Ber. Welcome, Heratia; welcome, good Marcellus. 
Mar. What, has this Thing appear'd again to-night ? 
Bey. I have ſeen nothing. 
Mar. Fhratio ſays, "is but a Phantaſy, 
And will not let Belief take hold of him, 
Touching the dreadful Sight, twice ſeen of us: 
Therefore I have intreated him along 
With us, to watch the Minutes of this Night, 
'T hat it again this Apparition come, 
He may approve our Eyes, and ſpeak to it. 
Hor. Iwill not appear. 
Ber. Sit down awhile, 

And' let us once again aſſail your Ears, 

That are fo fortified againit our Story, 

What we have two Nights ſeen. 

Hr. Well, © fit we down, 
And' let us hear Bernardo ſpeak of this. 
Ber. Lait Night of all, 
Whea yon ſame Star, that's Weſtward from the Pole, 

Had made his Courſe t'enlighten that Part of Heav'n 

Where now it burns, Marcellus and myſelf, 

The Eell then beating one 

Euter Ghoſt. 
Mar. Peace, break thee off; 

Look where it com es again. , 
Ber. In the ſame Figure, like the King that's dead. \ 
Mar. Thou art a Scholar,“ ſpeak to it, Horatio. * 
Ber. * Looks it not like the King? Mark it Horatio. " 
Hir. Mott like: it ſtartles me with Fear and Wonder. L 
Ber. It would be ſpoke to. jt 
Mar. Speak to it, Horatio. | L 
Hor. What art thou that uſurp'ſt this Time of Night, V 

Together with that fair and warlike Form : D 

In which the Majeſty of bury'd Denmark _ 

Did ſometimes march? I charge thee ſpeak. l 

It is offended. 5 
Ber. See! it ſtalks away. 4 l 
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3 


Har. Stay, L J. thee Ex. Ghoſt. 
7 "1 


1 — . tremble and look pale ; 
5 not this ſomething more Phantaſy ? 
What think you of it? 


Har. 


Prince of Denmark. 5 


Hor. I could not this believe, 
Without the ſenſible and true Avouch 
Of mine own E 
Mar. Is it not like the King ? 
Hor. As thou art to thyſelf : 
Such was the very Armour he had on, 
When th' ambitious Norway he — 
* So frown'd he once, when in an angr 
He ſmote the ſledded Pole-ax on the 1 
* *Tis ftran 
Mar. Thus twice before, and juſt at the ſame Hour, 
With martial Stalk hath he — To our Watch. 
Her. In what particular Thought to work, I know ou 
But in the Scope of mine Opinion, 
This bodes ſome ſtrange Eruption to our State. 
Mar. Pray tell me he that knows, 
Why this fame ſtrict and moſt obſervant Watch 
el, toils the Subject of the Land? 


— Labourer with the Day ? 
* Whois't that can inform me ? 


Dar'd to the Combat; in which our valiant andi 
* (For ſo this Side of our known World eſteem'd him) 
Did flay this Fortinbras ; who by a ſeal'd Compact, 
Well ratify'd by Law and H 
Did forfeit (with his Life) all theſe bis Lands, 
Which he ſtood ſeia d on, to the Conqueror: 
* Agai 7 — wg Soo rare 
Was gaged by our King, which had return'd 
| Hal de bern V bf - _ EPI 
8 anquiſher : y 
And age of the Articles Defign, 
* His fell to Hamlet. Now, Sir, young Fortinbras, 
* Of unimproved Mettle, hot and 
Hath in the Skirts of Norway, here and there, 

up a Liſt of lawleſs Reſolutes, For 
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HAMLET, 


Food and Diet, to ſome Enterprize 
hath a Stomach in't; which is no other, 
it doth well appear unto our State, 
to recover of us by ſtrong Hand, 
Terms compulſive,” thoſe aforeſaid Lands 
— — And this, I take it, 
main Motive of our Preparations, 
The Source of this our Watch, and the chief Head 
Of this Poſt- haſte, and in the Land.” 
uP S. is no other, — 
may ĩt t portentous Figure 
— through our Watch ſo like the King 
That was, and is the Queſtion of the Wars. 
Her. A Mote it is to trouble the Mind's Eye. 
* In the moſt high ard flouriſhing State of Rome, 
A little ere the mightieſt Julius fell, 
a .- r and the ſheeted Dead 
ſqueak and gibber in th Roman Streets, 
9 e with Trains of Fire, Dews of Blood fell, 
Diſaſters veil'd the Sun, and the moiſt Star, 
* Upon whoſe Influence N. 's Empire ſtands, 
* Was Fs fick almoſt to 7 
0 And ri te like Precarls of fees Even, 
* As Harbin prece ates, 
* And Protege © the Otten tn on, 
* Have Heaven and Earth together demonfrate 
* Unto our Climatures and C 
Enter Ghoſt. 
But ſoft ! beho!d ! lo, where it comes again 
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Fu cros it, tho” it blaſt me. Stay, Ilukon! 


Spreading bis Arms. 
If thou haſt any . 
thing to be done, 


e 

That may to thee do Eaſe, and — ſpeak to me. 
I” thou art privy to thy Country's Fate, 

Which happil 1 re Oh ſpeak ! — 
Or if thou as rg 

Extorted Treaſure in the W of Earth, 


For which, they ſay, you Sp'rits oft walk in Death, 


: [Cock crows. 
and ſpeak — Stop it, Marcellus. — 


Speak of it. 


Hur. 
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Prince of Denmark. 
Har. "Tis here | 
Mar. "Tis gone. 
Mp ing ſo majeſtical, 
To offer it the Shew of Violence ; 
It is ever, as the Air, invulnerable, 
And our vain Blows malicious Mockery. 
Ber. It was about to ſpeak, when the Cock crew, 
Her. — TIL ng ng 
Upon a fearful Summons. I have , 
The Cock that is the T to the Morn, 
Doth with his lofty and hrill-founding Throat 
Awake the God of Day; and at his Warning, 
—— — in Earthor Air, 


F 


j 


; 


. pray, this Morning know 
Where we ſhall find him moſt conveniently. [ Exenne. 


SCENE II. The Palace. 
Enter King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, * Vol- 


Cornelius, Gentlemen and Guard. 


King. Tho' yet of Hamlet our dear Brother's Death 
The be green, and that it us befitted 
To bear our Hearts in Grief, and our whole 
To be contrafted in one Brow of Woe; 

| Az Yet 


8 HAMLET, 


Yet fo far hath Diſcretion t with Nature 
That we with wiſeſt Sorrow think on him, 
Together with Remembrance of Ourſelves. 
Therefore, our ſometimes Siſter, now our Queen, 
Th' Imperial Jointreſs to this warlike State, 
Have we, as *twere, with a defeated Joy, 
* With one auſpicious, and one dropping Eye, 
* With Mirth in Funeral, and with Dirge in 
* In equal Scale weigaing Delight and ) 
Taken to Wife. Nor have we herein barr'd 
Your better Wiſdoms, which have freely gone 
With this Affair along; for all our T 
* Now follows, that you know Fortinbras, 
* Holding a weak Suppoſal of our Worth, 
* Or thinking by our late dear Brother's Death, 
* Our State to be disjoint, and out of Frame, 
Collegued with this Dream of his Advantage, ' 
+ He hath not fail'd to peſter us with Meſſage, 
* Importing the Surrender of thoſe Lands 
* Loft by his Father, with all Bonds of Law, 
To our moſt valiant Brother: So much for him. 
No far Ourſelf, and for this Time of Meeting: 
* Thus much the Buſineſs is; We have here writ 
* To Norway, Uncle of young Fortinbras, 
* Who, impotent and bed-rid, fcarcely hears 
* Of this his Nephew's to 
His further Gate herein, in that the Levi 
: 2D and full ope ions are all made 
Out is Subjects; we now diſpatch 
Cornelius, and you Yaltimand,” 


your Haſte commend your Duty. 
and all things, will we ſhewour Duty. 
it nothing : heartily farewel, 
| * Exemnt Voltimand azd Cornelius. 
now, Laertes, what's the News with you ? 
told us of ſome Suit ; what is't, Laertes ? 
cannot ſpeak of Reaſon to the Daze, ; 
loſe your Voice: What would thou beg, Larrtcs, 
not be my Offer, not thy Afſcing ? 


And bow them to your 


Prince of Denmark. 9 
The Hand more inſtrumental to the Mouth, 
Than is the Throne of Denmark to thy Father. 
What would'ſt thou have, Laertes ? 
Laer. My dear Lord, 
Your 1. and Favour to return to France; 
From whence, tho' willingly, I came to Denmar+}, 
To ſhew my Duty in y our Coronation ; 
Yet now I muſt Aur”, x that Duty done, 
My Thoughts and Wiſhes bend = tow nds France, 
eave and Favour.” 
King. Have you your Father's Leave? what ſays Polonins! 
Pol. He hath, my Lord, by labourſom Petition, 
b rt 12 my flow Leave; and at the laſt, 
is Will I ſeal'd my hard Conſent : 
do beſeech you him Leave to go. 
on ing. Take thy fair Hour, Laertes, Time be thine, 
© And thy beſt Graces ;* f it at thy Will. 
But now, my Coufin Hamlet, and my Son 
Ham. A little more than kin, and lefs than kind. 
King. How is it, that the Clouds ftill hang on you ? 
Ham. Not ſo, my Lord; I am too much ith" Sun. 
Auen. Good Hamlet, cat thy nighely Colour off, 
And let thine Eye look like a Friend EC homers, 
Do not for ever, with thy veiled Lids, © 
Seek for thy noble Father in the Duſt ; 
Thou know'ſt tis common, all that live muſt die, 
thro Nature to Eternity. 
Ham. Ay, Madam, it is common. 
Pucen. If it be, 
Why ſeems it ſo with thee ! 
Ham. Seems, Madam! Nay, it is; I know not Seems: 
"Tis not alone this mourning Sui Suit, 3 
Nor 
Nor windy Suſpiration of ure. Breath, 
No, nor the fruitful River in the Eye, 
Nor the dejected Haviour of the Vibes 
Together with all Forms, Modes, Shape 'f Grief, 
That can denote me truly. Theſe indeed Seem, 
For they are Actions that a Man might play; 
But I have that within, which paſſeth Shew, 
Theſe but the Trappings, and the Suits of Woe. 
King.” Tis ſweet and commendable in your Nature, Hamlet, 
To give theſe mourning Duties to your Father : 
But you muſt know, your or Ws Father, 


4 5 That 


to HAMLET, 


That Father loſt, loſt his, and the Survivor bound 

dt ny wg 7 

o do obſequious Sorrow. But to perſevere 

In obſtinate Condolement, does expreſs 

An impious Stubbornneſs ; tis unmanly Grief. 

 £ fhews a Will moſt incorredt to Heaven : 
eart unfortify „92 ient, 

An Underſtanding fimple and unſchool'd: 

* For what we know muſt be, and is as common 

As any the moſt vulgar thing to Senſe, 

* Why ſhould we in our i Oppoſition, 

Take it to Heart? Fie ! tis a Fault to Heav'n 

A fault againſt the Dead, a Fault to Nature, 

To Reaſon moſt abſurd, whoſe common Theme 

* Is Death of Fathers, and who ſtill hath cry'd 

From the firſt Courſe, till he that died , 

This muſt be ſo. We pray you, throw to Earth 

This unprevailing Woe, think of us 

As of a Father ; and let the World take Note, 

You are the moſt immediate to our Throne : 


* Dol impart towards you : For your Intent, 
* In going back to ſchool to Wittenberg, 
It is moſt retrograde to our Defire: 
And we beſeech you, bend you to remain 
Here in the Chear and Comfort of our Eye, 
Our chiefeſt Courtier, Couſin, and our Son. 
Queen. Let not thy Mother loſe her Prayers, Hamlet ; 


I pray thee ſtay with us, go not to . 
Ham. I in all my obey you, Mae 
King. Why, tis a loving and a fair Reply, 

Be as in Denmark. Madam, come, 
This gentle and unforc'd Accord of Hamlet 
Sits ſmiling to my Heart ; in Grace whereof, 
No — Health that Denmark drinks to day, 
Cannon to the Clouds ſhall tell, 


t 
Ham. O that this too, too ſolid Fleſh would melt, 
Thaw, and reſolve itſelf into a Dew; 
Or that | Fo | 
Hig Canon gainſt nm + 
How 


How weary, ſtale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seem to me all the Uſes of this World ! 
Fie on't! O fie! tis an unweeded Garden, 
LL / eto agg” Few rank and groſs in Nature 
it meerly. That it come to this ! 
But two Months dead! nay, not ſo much, not two 
So excellent a King, * that was to this, 
* Hyperion to a Satyr !* So loving to my Mother, 
That he permitted not the Winds of Heav'n 
Viſit her Face too roughly! Heaven and Earth! 
* Muſt I remember? —— why ſhe would hang on him, 
As if Increaſe of Appetite had grown 
By what it fed on ; and yet within a Month ! 
Let me not think on't — Frailty, thy Name is Woman: 
A little Month ! _—— or ere thoſe Shoes were old, 
* With which ſhe follow'd my poor Father's Body, 
Like Mobe, all Tears hy ſhe, ev'n ſhe 
* OHeav'n! A Beaſt that wants Diſcourſe of Reaſon, 
Would have mourn'd longer — married with mine Uncle, 
My Father's Brother; but, no more like my Father, 
Than I to Hercules. * Within a Month 
* Ere yet the Salt of moſt unrighteous Tears 
* Had left the Fluſhing in her galled Eyes, 
* She 'd. O moſt wicked Speed ! to poſt 
* With Dexterity t' inceſtuous Sheets: 
* It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 
* But break, my Heart, _ Geog Tongue.” 
1 Bernardo, and 
b to your Lordſhip. 
Ham. I'm to ſee you well : 
Horatio? or J forget myſelf. 
Hor. The ſame, my Lord, and your Servant ever. 
Ham. Sir, my good Friend; I'll change that Name 
with 


you : 
And what makes you from Wittenberg, Horatio ? 
Marcellus 
Her: BY glad 85 good Ev'n, Sir, 
m very to 3 n, Sir. 
But what, in faith, ms Gow Wittenberg ? 
Har. A truant Diſpoſition, good my Lord. 
Ham. I would not have your Enemy ſay ſo; 
Nor ſhall you do mine Ear that Violence, | 
To be a Witneſs of own Report 


Again& yourſelf, I you are no Truant; 


— — O 


Ham. In my Mind's Eye, Horatio. 


Hor. I ſaw him once; he was a y King. 

Ham. He was a Man, take him in all, 
I ſhall not look his like again. 

Her. My I think I ſaw him yeſternight. 


Hr My Lord, the Ki Father 
b b in ther. 
Ham. The King my Faber! 

Hor. Defer your Admiration for a · while 
With an attentive Ear, till I deliver, 
Upon the Witneſs of theſe Gentlemen, 
This Wonder to you. 

Ham. Pray let me hear. | 

Her. Two Nights together had theſe Gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their Watch, 
In the dead Waſte, and middle of the Night, 
Been thus encounter'd : A Figure like your Father. 
And arm'd exactly Cap-a-pie, 
Appears before them, and with folemn March 
—_ flow and oy 2 — walk d, 
* By their oppreſs rprized Eyes, 
Within my Rapier's Length; whilſt they, be-ſtill'd 
Almoſt to Jelly with their Fear, 
Scand. dumb and ſpeak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful Secrecy impart they did, 
And I with them the third Night kept the Watch; 
Where, as they had deliver'd both in Time, 
Form of the Thing, each Word made true and good, 
The Apparition comes. I knew your Father: 
* Theſe Hands are not more like.” 

Ham, But where was this ? ; x 

Mar. My Lord, upon the Platform where we watch'd. 


Hold you the Watch to- night? 

Bath We do, my Lord. 

Ham. Arm'd, ſay you? 

Bath. Arm'd, my Lord. 

Ham. From Top to Toe ? 

Both. From Head to Foot. 

Ham. Then ſaw you not his Face? 

Hor. © yes, my Lord, he wore his Beaver up. 
Ham. What look'd he frowningly ? 


Hor. A Count'nance more in Sorrow than in Anger. 
Ham. Pale or red ? 


All. Longer, longer. 

Hor. Not when I faw't. 

Ham. His Beard was griſled? 

Hor. It was, as I have ſeen it in his Life, 


A Sable-filver'd. 


Ham. I'll watch to-night, perchance 'twill walk again. 
Hor. I warrant, my Lord, it will. 

Ham. If it aſſume my noble Father's Perſon, 

Tu ſpeak to it, tho Hell itſelf ſhould gape, 

And bid me hold my Peace. I pray you all, 

If you have hitherto conceal'd this Sight, 

Let it require your Silence ſtill : 


but no Tongue; 
I will requite your Loves. So fare ye well ; 
Upon the Platform, twixt eleven and twelve, 
P 


All. to your Honour. [ Exeunt. 
Ham. Your as mine to you : Farewel. 
My Father's Spirit in Arms! All is not well; 
I doubt ſome foul Play ; would the Night were come ; 
Till then fit ſtill, my Soul: foul Deeds will riſe, 
Tho' all the Earth o'erwhelm them from Mens Eyes. [ Ex. 
Enter Laertes and Ophelia. 
Laer. My Neceſſaries are imbark d, farewel : 
And, Siſter, as the Winds permit, 
1 — do not ſleep, 
But let me hear from you. 
Oph. Do not doubt that? 
Laer. For Hamlet, and the Trifling of his Favour, 
Hold it a Faſhion and a Toy in Blood, 
A Violet in the Youth and Prime of Nature, 


Forward, not permanent, tho' ſweet, not laſſ ing, 


W—=nO RP © 0 HY 


'The Perfume of a Minute. 
Oph. No more but fo ? I 
Laer. Think it no more : 
For Nature creſcent does not yoÞ alone. c 
* In Thews and Bulk ; but as this Temple waxes, . 


The inward Service of the Mind and Soul 
* Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves thee now, 
* And now no Soil nor Cautel doth beſmerch 
The Virtue of his Will: but you muſt fear: 
His Greatneſs weigh'd, bis Will is not his own: 
For he himſelf is ſubject to his Birth,” 
He may not, as inferior Perſons do, 
Carve for himſelf ; for on his Choice 
The Sanctity and Health of this whole State. 
And therefore muſt his Choice be circumſcrib'd 
* Unto the Voice and Yielding of that Body, 
« Whereof he is the Head. Then if he fays he loves you, 
It fits your Wiſdom ſo far to believe it, | 
As he in his peculiar Act and Place 1 
May give this Saying Deed : which is no further, 
ed doc th be rd — of 
Then weigh w your Honour ſuſtain, 
If with your cro@lous Kar you hens his Bidllon, 
Or loſe your Heart, or your chaſte Treaſure open 

9 


— — — — - — —_ — CE — — 


ww 
om 


pro 
la 


13 
Jl 8 
8 8 ou 
= U 8842 $4 
FR: 1881333447 


E 


8 


Aa 
itſelf and 
* And borrowing dulls the Edge of 
This above all, to thine own felf ; 
* And it muſt follow, as the Night the Day, 
Thou can'ſt not then be falſe to any Man. 
* Farewel, my Blefling ſeaſon this in thee.” 
Laer. Moſt humbly I do take my leave, my Lord. 
Pol. The Time invites you, $9, your Servants tend 
Laer. Farewel, Ophelia, remember well 
What I have faid to you. 
Oph. "Tis in my Memory lockt, 
And you yourſelf ſhall keep the Key of it. 
Laer. Farewel. [Exit Laer. 
Pol. What is't, Ophelia, he has ſaid to you ? 
Oph. So pleaſe you, ſomething touching the Lord Hamlet. 
Pol. Marry, well bethought ; 
"Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 
Giv'n private Time to you ; and you 
Have of your Audience been moſt free and bounteous. 
If it be fo, as fo it ſeems to be, 
And that in way of Caution, I muſt tell you, 
You do not underſtand yourſelf fo clearly, 
As it behoves my Daughter, and your Honour. 
What is between you ? give me up the Truth. 
-_ He hath, my Lord, of late made many Tenders 
0 — — ſpeak like a green Girl, 
ol. ion! ! ea 
Unſifted in ſuch 42 ircumſtance. 
Do you believe his Tenders, as he calls them ? 
—_ I do 1 my Lord. hat I — think. 

. Marry, teach you ; think yourſelf a C7 
That you have ta'en theſe Tenders for true _ 
Which are not Sterling. Tender yourſelf more dearly ; 

* Or (not to crack the Wird of this poor Phraſe, 
0 rigs; it _ you'll tender + F — * 
My Lord, he hath importun'd me with Love, 
In honourable Faſhion. 
Pal. Ay, Faſhion you may call it: go to, go to. 
Ob. And hath giv'n Countnance to his Speech, m 
With almoſt all the holy Vows of Heaven. (Lord, 
Pol. Ay, Springes to catch Woodcocks. I do know 
When the Blood burns, how prodigal the Soul . 


r. 


. 


Prince of Denmark. 17 
Lends the T Vows: ©* Theſe Blazes, 
* Giving more Light than Heat, extinct in both, 
* Ev'n in their Promiſe, as it is a making, 
* You muſt not take for Fire. From this Time, Daughter, 
* Be ſomewhat ſcanter of your Maiden Preſence, 
* Set your Entreatments at a higher Rate, 
Than a Command to parley : For Lord Hamlet, 
Believe ſo much in him, that he is young, 
* And with a larger Tether may he walk, 
Than may be given you. In few, Ophelia, 
Do not believe his Vows ; for they are Brokers, 
Not of that Dye, which their Inveſtments ſhew, 
* But mere Implorers of unho!y Suits, 
* Breathing like ſanctify d and pious Bawds, 
* The better to beguile.” This is for all : 
I would not in plain Terms, from this time forth, 
Have you ſo ſlander any Moment's Leiſure, 
Cw 0 rr or talk with the Lord Hamlet : 
to't, I charge you ; come way. 
Oph. I ſhall obey, 2 Lord. * [Exomnt, 


SCENE III. The Platform before the Palace. 


Exter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus. 
Ham. 'The Air bites ſhrewdly ; it is very cold. 
Hor. It is a nipping and an eager Air. 

Ham. What Hour now ? 

Hor. I think it lacks of Twelve. 
Mar. No, it has ſtruck. 

Hor. I heard it not: Then it draws near the Seaſon, 
Wherein the Spirit held his Wont to walk. 


Noi /e of warlike Mu fick within. 
What does this mean, 1 4 8 


my | 
Ham. The King doth wake ty night, and takes his Rouſe, 
Keeps Waſſel, and the ſwagg ring Upſpring reels ; 
—— . 
ettle-Drum and Trumpet 

The Triumph of his Pledge. 

Hor. Is it a Cuſtom ? 

Ham. Ah marry is't: 

I am 


end at Height, 


br 
Or by ſome Habit that too much o er- levens 
* The Form of plauſive Manners, that theſe Men 
* Carrying, I ſay, the Stamp of one Deſect, 
Bein ature's Livery, or Fortune's Star, 
6 irtues elſe, — 
0 As infinite as Man may undergo 
Shall in the general Cenſure take 
From that partie lar Fault: — 
* Doth all the noble Subſtance of a Doubt 
* To his own Scandal.” 
Enter Ghoſt. 
Her. Look, my Lord, where it comes. 
Ham. Angels and Miniters of Grace defend ns! 
Be thou a Spirit of Health, or Goblin damn'd ; 


Bring with thee Airs from Heav'n, or Blaſts from Hell; 
charitable, 


Be thy Intents wicked or 

Thou com'ſt in ſuch a queſtionable Shape 
That I will ſpeak to thee : I'll call thee Hamlet, 
King, Father, Royal Dane: Oh! anſwer me, 
Let me not burſt in Ignorance ; but tell 
Why thy canoniz'd Bones, hearſed in Death, 
Have burſt their Cearments ? why the Sepulchre, 
Wherein we ſaw thee quietly interr'd, 
Hath op'd his and marble ſaws, 


To caſt thee 
Li doorbang hs 7 


Reviſic'ſt thus the Glim 
Making Night hideous? And we Fook of Nature | 
So horridly to ſhake our Diſ 

Wich Thoughts beyond the of our Souls : 
Say, Why is this ? wherefore ? what ſhould we do? 


[Ghoſt beckons Ham. 
Hor. 


bY wy 0 *. '» 


Prince of Denmark. 19 
Hor. It beckons you to go away with it, 
As if it fome Impartment . 
To you alone. 
Mar. Look with what courteous Action 
It waves you to a more removed Ground ; 
= 4 47 | 
O, Holding 
Ham. It — then will I Glow © 
Hoy. Do not, my Lord. 
Ham. Why, what ſhould be the Fear ? 
I value not my Life ; 
And for my Soul, what can it do to that, 


Being a T immortal as itſelf ? 
12 — — again, I'll follow it. 


Hor. What if it temp you tow'rds the Flood, my Lord, 
Or to the dreadful Border of the Clift, — 
0 That bettels o er his Baſe into the Sea, 
And there aſſume ſome — — be; 


Which might deprive of Reaſon," 
And draw you ime Madnck? * Ter of i, 
EM Place 8 — 
0 Without more ator, hes cure Did, 
That looks ſo man Fathoms to the Sea, 
» had has toms Koning. 

Ham. It waves me ſtill ; 
Go on, I'll follow thee. 

Mar. You ſhall not go, my Lord. 

Ham. Hold off your Han 

Hor. Be rul'd, you ſhall not go. 

Ham. My Fave cries out, 
And makes each Art'ry in this Body, 
As hardy as the — 7 
Still I am call'd; unhand me, Gentleman. 
re 
E — 9 —— [Ex. Gh. and Ham. 

1 1 ination. 

$ follow ; 4 2 
— N 
Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Denmark. 
Eby. Heav'n will diſcover it. 
Mar. Nay let's follow him. [Exeunt. 

Enter Ghoſt and Hamlet. 

Ham. ka 4 
G. Mark _ 
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Ham. I will. 
Ghoſt. My Hour is almoſt come, 
When | to ſulph' rous and tormenting Flames 
Muſt render up myſelf. 
Ham. Alas, poor Ghoſt . thy ſerious H 
Ghoſt. me not, but! i earing 
To _ 1 unfold. 
Him. Speak z I am bound to hear. 
Ghoſt So art thou to revenge what thou ſhalt hear. 
Hu. What? 
Got. I am thy Father's Spirit. 
Doom'd for a certain Term to walk the Night, 
And for the Day confin'd to ſaſt in Fires, 
Till the foul Crimes done in my Days of Nature 
Are. burnt and purg'd away: But that | am forbid 
To tell the Secrets of my Prifon-houie, 
I could a Tale unfold, whoſe lighteit Word, 
Would harrow up thy Soul, freeze thy young Blood, 
Make thy two Eyes like Stars ſtart from their Spheres, 
Thy knotted and combined Locks to part, 
And each partic'lar Hair to ſtand an end 
Like Quills upon the fretful Porcupine ; 
But this eternal Blazon muſt not be 
To Ears of Fleſh and Blood : liſt, liſt, O liſt, 
If thou did'ſ ever thy dear Father love. 
Him. O Heaven 
Ghoſt. Revenge his foul and moſt unnat' ral Murdes. 
Ham. Murder ! 
Ghoſt. Murder moſt foul, as in the beſt it is ; 
But this moſt foul, ſtrange, and unnatural. 


As Meditation, or the Thoughts of Love, 


That roots itſelf in Eaſe on Lethe's Wharf, 
* Would thou not ftir in this.” Now, Hamlet, hear, 
"Tis given out, that, ing in my Garden, 
211 : whole Ear of Deamartk, 
Is by a forged of my Death 
Rankly abus'd. But know, thou noble Youth; 
The Serpent that did ſting thy Father's Heart, 
Now wears his Crown. 

Ham. O my prophetic Soul; my Uncle 


Ham. Haſte me to know't, that I with Wings as ſwift 


Ghoſt. 
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Gheft. Ay, that inceſuous, that adult'rate Beaſt, 
With Witchcraft of his Wits, with trait'rous Gifts, 
* O wicked Wits, and Gifts that have the Power 
* So to ſeduce ] won to his ſhameful Luft 
The Will of my moſt ſeeming virtuous Queen. 
* O Hamlet, what a falling off was there 
* From ine, whoſe Love was of that Dignity, 
That it went hand in hand even with the V ow 
* I made to her in Marriage ? and to decline 
Upon a Wretch, whoſe nat' ral Gifts were poor 
To thoſe of mine: but Virtue, as it never will be mov'd, 
* Tho' Lewdneſs court it in a Shape of Heav'n ; 
So Vice, tho” to a radiant Angel link'd, 
Will fort itſelf in a celeſtial Bed, 
And prey on Garbage. 
But foft, methinks I icent the Morning Air, 
Brief let me be: Sleeping within my Garden, 
My Cuſtom always of the Afternoon, 
Upon my ſecure Hour thy Uncle ſtole 
V ith Juice of curſed Hebona in a Phyal, 
And in the Porches of my Ears did pour 
The leperous Diitilmcnt, whoſe Effects 
Hold ſuch an Enmity with Blood of Man, 
That ſwift a; Quick ſil ver it courſes thro” 
The nat*ral Gates ard Alleys of the Body; 
And with a ſudden V igour does poſſeis 
And curd, like eager Droppings into Milk,” 
The thin and wholſom Blood; fo did it mine, 
And a moſt inſtant Tetter bark'd about, 
Mctt Lazar-like, with vile and loathſom Cruft, 
All my ſmooth Body. 
Thus was I, fleeping, by a Brother's Hard. 
Of Life, of Crown, of Queen at once berett, 
Cut off ev'n in the Bloſſoms of my Sin, 
* Unhouſe!'d, unappointed, unaneai'd,” 
No Reck' nin but ſent to my Account 
With all my — on my Head; 
* © horrible, O horrible, moſt horrible 
If thou hat Nature in thee, bear it not; 
Let not the Royai Bed of Denmark be 
A Couch for Luxury, and damned Inceſt. 
But howſoever thou purſu'tt this Act, 
Taint not thy Mind, nor let thy Soul deſign 
Ag unſt thy Mother aught, leave her to Hcav'n, 
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But he's an arrant Knave. 
Hor. There needs no Ghoſt, my Lord, come from the 
To tells us this. (Grave, 


. Ham. Ves by Saint Patric, there is, Horatio; 
And much Offence too: touching this Viſion here, 
It is an honeſt Ghoſt, that let me tell you; 
For your Deſire to know what is between us, 
O'er.maſter't as you may: And now, Friends, 
As you are Friends, Scholars, and 
Grant me one ueſt. 
? We will. 


[Ghoſt cries under the Stage. 
fay'lt thou ſo? art thou there, 
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Ghoft below. Swear. 
— yy faid, old Mole, can'ſt work ith'Ground, 
o fait ? 

A worthy Pioneer ! once more remove, good Friends. 
Hor. O day and night! but this is wondrous ſtrange. 
Ham. And thercfore, as a Stranger, give it welcome : 

There are more Things in Heav*n and Earth, Horatio, 

Than are dreamt of in your Philoſophy. But come, 

Here as before, Never, ſo help your Mercy, 

( How ſtrange or odd foe'er I bear myſelf, 

As I perchance hereafter ſhall think meet, 


To put an antic Diſpoſition on, 
That you at ſuch times ſeeing me, ne'er ſhall 


With Arms encumbred thus, or Head thus ſhak'd, 

Or by 1 g of ſome doubtful Phraſe, 

As well, well, we know, or we could, and if we would, 

Or, if we liſt to ſpeak; or there be, or if there might, 

Or ſuch ambiguous giving out, to note) 

That you know aught of me, this you muſt ſwear, 

So Grace ard Mercy at your moſt Need help you.” 
BT AE. 80, Gentlemen, 
Ham. Refi, reſt, Spirit. Gen c 

With all my Love I do — to you; 

And what ſo poor a Man as Hamlet is 

May do, t'exprefs his Love and Friendſhip to you, 

Shall never fail : let us go in together, 

And ſtiil your Fingers on your Lips, | pray, 

The Time is out of Joint; O curſed Sight, 

That ever I was barn to ſet it right 

* Nay come, let's go together.” [ Exeunt. 


ACT. u. SCENE 1 
SCENE, 4. Apartment in Polonius's Hou/:: 
Enter Polonius, arith his Man. 


* Pol. I'VE him this Money, ard theſe two Notes, 
* Rey. I will, my Lord. ( Reynolds, 

Pal. Yau do marvellous wiſely, good Reynalte, 

* Before you viſit him, to make Inquiry | 
* Of his Behaviour. 
* Re. My Lord, I did intend it, 
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© Pal. „well ſaid ; very well aid ; look you, Sir, 
nquire me firſt what Danſters are in Paris. 

And , and who, what Means, and where they keep, 
What Com . and finding 

this Encompaſſment and Drift of 
do know my Son, come you more near, 
particular Demands will touch it; 


N 
F 


very wild, 
0 ACTS - + oy. - + 
What F i 3 marry none 
0 r take heed of that; 
But, Sir, ſuch wanton, wild and uſual Slips 
As are Companions noted, and moſt known 
Jo Youth and Liberty. 
* Rey = Gamin L Lon | : 
* Pol. Ay, or Drinking, Fencing, Swearing, 
* Quarrelling, Drabbing ; you — 7 go fo far. 
* Rey. My Lord, that will diſhonour him. 
Pol. Faith, no, as you ſeaſon it i th* Charge. 
* You muſt not put another al on him, 
* That he is open to Incontinency, 
* That's not my Meaning ; but breathe his Faults fo 
8 That hap woy Hom the Fhints of L 9 
The F Out- break of a Mind, 
A Savageneſs in unreclaimed 
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[ Exit Rey. 
what's the Matter ? 


Ops 
my Lord ! 1 have been fo affrighted — 
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Thea: 

And with 

He falls 

As he 

Atlaft, a li 

And thrice his Head thus waving up and down, 
He rais'd a Sigh fo piteons and 

As it did ſeem to ſhatter all his Bulk, 
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with his over his Shoulders 0 
He ſeem' d to find his Way without his Eyes ; 
For out of Doors he went without their 
And to the laſt bended their Light on me. 

Pol. Come, go with me, I will go ſeek the King; 
This is the very of Love 
* Whoſe violent Property forgoes itſelf, 
* Andleads the Will to defperate Undertakings, 
* As oft as any Paſſion under Heaven, 
That does afflict our Natures. Iam forry ; 


What l' have you given him any hard Words of late? 


IT m ſorry that with better Heed and Judgment 

+ I had not quoted him; I fear'd he did but trifle, 

And meant to wreck thee : but, beſhrew my Jealouſy. 
« [t ſeems it is as proper to our Age 

To caft beyond ourſelves in our Opinions, ; 

As it is common for the younger Sort 

To lack Diſcretion.” Come, go with me to the King, 
This muſt be known, which being kept cloſe, might move 
More Grief to hide, than Hate to utter Love. 


[ Exeunt. 
SCENE H. The Palace. 


Enter King, Queen, Roſencrans, and Guildenſtern. 
5 qui and Gus/denflern. 
to 
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Of Hamlet's Transformations, * ſo I call it, 

„Sith nor th' exterior, nor the inward Man 

* Reſembles that it was; what it ſhould be 

More than his Father's Death, „chat thus hath put him 
* So much from th” Underſtanding of himſelf,” 

I cannot dream of. I —_— you both, 


* That being Sack das es ys brought up with him, 
And fith fon d to Nis Youth and Haviour,” 
That you vou 0 


Some little Lime, fo I 
To draw him on to Pl and 9 gather 
* So much as from Occaſion you may 'glean, 
Whether aught to us unknown afflicts him thus, 
'That lies within our Remedy. 
Nxeen. Good Gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you. 
And ſure I am, two Men are not li 
To whom he more adheres : if it will pleaſe you 
To ſhew us ſo much Gentleneſs and Good-will, 
As to employ your 'Time with us a _ 
For the Supply and Profit of our H 
Your Viſitation ſhall receive ſuch I 
As fits a King's Remembrance. 
Raſ. Both your Maj 
Might by the Sov' reign Power you have over us, 
Put your dread Pleaſure more into Command 
'Than to In 
Guil. But we oth 
And here give up ourſelves in the full Bent 
To hy our Service freely at your Feet. 
King. Thanks Roſencrans, and 4. pou Guildenftern. 
Rueen. Thanks Guildenſtern, and gentle Roſencrans.” 
And I beſeech you inſtantly to viſit 
My too much changed Son: 222 of you, 
And bring theſe ns w MY 
Guil. Heav'n make our Preſence and — 
Pleaſant and helpful to him. 


Dueen. Amen. [ Exeunt Roſ. & Guil. 


Enter Polonius. 


Pol. Th' Embaſſadors from Norway, my good Lord, 
C. Are j fully return'd. 


Fes Have I, Lord? I aſſure 
„I hold my Duty as I hold my Soul. on Leige 
Both to my God, n 


* And 


„ Thou fill haſt been the Father of News. 


£Z IX 3 I TROY 


Prince of Denmark. 
© And' I do think, or elſe this Brain of mine 
Hunts not the Trail of Policy ſo ſure 
As it has us'd to do, that I have found 
The very Cauſe of Hamlets Ar 

King. O ſpeak of that, that I do long to hear. 
Pol. Give firſt Admittance to th' Embaſſadors: 
© My News ſhall be the Fruit to that great Fealt. 
* King. Thyſelt do Grace to them, and bring them in. 


n ons Pol. 
He tells me, dear Gertrude, he hath 
The Head and Source of all your Son's Diſtemper. 

* Oucen, ] doubt it is no other but the main. 
© His Father's Leath, and our o'er-haſty Marriage. 

Enter Polonius and E mbaſſadors. 

* King. Well, we ſhall fitt him: welcome, my good Friends: 
Say, Volti mand, what rom our brother Norway? 

Vol. Moſt fair Returns of Greetings and Deſire: 
Upon our firſt, he ſent out to ſuppre 
His Nephew's Levies, which to him appear d 
* To be a ion 'gainſt the Pollack, 
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1 « — —U—— ended. 

an to expoſtulate 
ME ſhould be, what Duty is, 
Why Day is Day, Night Night, and Time is Time : 
Were nothing but to waſte Night, Day and Time : 
'Therefore Brevity is the Soul of Wit, 
And Tediouſneſs the Limbs and outward Flouriſhes. 
I will be brief; your noble Son is mad, 
Mad call I it; — wy 
What is' t but to be nothing mad ? 
But Jet that go. 

Queen. More Matter with leſs Art. 

Pol. Madam, I fwear I uſe no Art at all. 
That he is mad, tis true 3 tis true, tis pity ; 
And pity 'tis, 'tis true ; a fooliſh Fi 
But it, for I will uſe no Art. 

Mad let us grant him then; and now remains 


Doubt that the Stars are Fire, 
Doubt that the Sun doth move, 
Doubt Truth to be a Lyar, 

But never doubt I love. 
© dear Ophelia, I am ill at theſe Numbers, I have not 
Art to reckon my Groans ; but that I le thee beft, O 
beſt, believe it: Aden. Thine evermore, moſt dear ; 
awhile this Machine is to him, Hamlet. 
This in Obedience hath my Daughter ſhewn me, 


nd his 
| As they fell out by Time, by Means, and Place, 


* All given to mine Ear. 
King. But how hath ſhe receiv'd his Love ? 
Fol. What do you think of me ? * 
| | „ . 


Jn 
ſo ; but what might you think, 
g? 
you” 


Love on the Wi 


- 


in 
ig ht 


what 


told me ; 


this hot 


fain 
'd it (I muſt tell you that) 


Prince of Denmark. 


As of a Man faithful and honourable. 


222515755321 


A. ak. 


J had ſeen 


I perceiv 


I would 
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Enter Hamlet reading. 
Leen. But look where ſadly the poor Wretch comes 


reading. 
Pol. Away, I do beſeech you both 


xeunt 
I'll board him 
How does my 
« Ham. Excellent well. 
lang tn my Lord? 
am. Excellent well, you are a Fiſhmonger. 
Pol. Not I, — 2 
Ham. Then I would you were ſo honeſt a Man. 
Pol. Honeſt, my Lord | 
Ham. Ay, Sir, to be honeſt, as this world goes, 
Is to be one Man pick'd out of ten thouſand. 
Pol. That is very true, my Lord. 
Ham. For if the Sun breed Maggots 
being a good kiſſing 


Pol. What is the Matter, my Lord 

Ham. Between who? 

Pol. I mean the Matter that you read, my Lord ? 

Ham. Slanders, Sir; for the Satirical Rogue ſays here 
That old Men have grey Beards, that their Faces 
wrinkled, their Eyes purging thick Amber, and Plumb- 
tree-Gum, and that they have a moſt plentiful Lack of 
Wit, together with moſt weak Hams ; all which, Sir, 
tho' I molt potently believe, yet I hold it not Honeſty to 
have it thus ſet down ; for you yourſelf, Sir, ſhall 
old, as I am, if like a Crab, you could go 

Pal. Tho' this be Madneſs, yet there's Method in't: 
Will you walk out of the Air, my Lord? 

Ham. Into my Grave. 


Pol. wy out of the Air o—_ 
nant his ies are! a Happineſs that often hits 
on ; 


- 
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a my 
Ham. Theſe tedious old Fools. 
Enter Guildenſtern and Roſencrans. 
go to ſeek Lord Hamlet, there he is. [ Exe. 


. My good Friends ! how doſt thou Gui 
denflern ? Ah Roſencrans, good Lads, how do you both? 

* Rof. As the indiff rent Children of the Earth. 

* Guil. Happy in that we are not over-happy ; on For- 
© tune's we re not the very Button. 

6 or the Soles of her Shoe. 

* Gail, Neither, my Lord. 

* Ham. Then you live about her Waiſt, or in the mid- 


dle of her Favour. 


© Guil. Faith, in her Privates we. 

* Ham. In the ſecret Parts of Fortune ; Oh moſt true ! 
«* She is a Strumpet. Well, what News ? 

Ro/. None, my Lord, but the World's grown honeſt. 

Ham. Then is Doomſday near; ſure your News is not 
true. Let me ion more in particular: What have 
vou, my riends, deſerv d at the hands of Fortune, 
that ſhe ſends you to Priſon hither ? 

* Guil. Priſon, my Lord? 

* Ham. Denmark's a Priſon. 

* Ro/. Then is the World one. 

* Ham. A goodly one, in which there are many Con- 
* fines, Wards and Dungeons; Denmark being one o' th” 
« worlt. 

* Rofſ. We think not ſo, my Lord. | 

* Ham. Why then 'tis none to you ; for there is no- 
thing either good or bad, but Thinking makes it ſo: 
* Ta me it is a Priſon. 

* Rof. Why then your Ambition makes it one: Tis 
too narrow for your Mind. 

Ham. O God! I could be bound in a Nut- hell, and 
count myſelf a King of infinite Space, were it not that 
© I have bad Dreams. 
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Cuil. Which Dreams indeed are Ambition; for the 
very Subſtance of the Ambitious is merely the Shadow of 
* a Dream. 

% Trap, and I hold Anion of fo ary and light 

* Rof. Truly, and I ho ition i i 
a Qa, that it is but a Shadow's 1 

* Ham. Then are our Beggars Bodies, and our Mo- 
* narchs and out-ftretch'd Heroes, the Beggars Shadows. 
Shall we to th*Court? for by my fey J cannot reaſon. 

* Beth. We'll wait upon you. 

Ham. No ſuch matter. I will not fort with the 
* reſt of my Servants; for to ſpeak to you like an honeſt 
* Man, Lam moſt dreadfully attended.” But ia the beaten 
way of Friendſhip, what makes you at E /finoor ? 

Rof. To viſit you, my Lord, no other Occaſion. 

Ham. Beggar that J am, I am even poor in Thanks, 
but I thank you; and ſure, dear friends, my Thanks 
* are too dear of a Half-penny.” Were you not ſent for? 
Is it your own Inclining ? Is it a free Viſitation ? Come 
come, deal juſtly with me; nay, ſpeak. | 

Cuil. What d we ſay, my Lord? 

Ham. Any thing, but to the Purpoſe you were ſent for; 
there is a kind of Confeſſion in your Looks, which your. 
Modeſties have not Craft enough to colour. I know the 

_—_ have ſent for you. 
that 


good King and 

Rof. To what nd, my Lord? 

Ham. Nay, yau muſt teach me: But let me con- 
jute you, by the Rights of our Fellowſhips, by the Confo- 


1 


hold not off. e 
wil, Lord, we were ſent for. 
2 tell you . ſo ſha'l my 1 
t Diſcovery, and your Secrecy to King 
— - "5 han of ton but where 
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fretted with Fire, it appears | 
but a foul ilent ore ion of Vapours. What 
a Piece of Work is Man ! how noble in Reaſon ! how 
wo yay 1 hag hong] watery (ar yo rn 
admirable! in Action how like an Angel! in Ap 
fion the Beauty of the World, the Paragon of Abimnals ! 
And yet to me what is Quinteſſence of Duſt? Man de- 
lights not me, nor Woman neither, tho' by your Smiling. 
you ſeem to ſay ſo. 
25 © My Lord, there was no ſuch Stuff in my 
hy did ye laugh then, when I faid Man be 


wehe nor me? 
Rof. To think, my Lord, if you delight not in Man, 
what Lenten Entertainment the | receive from 
| you : we meet them on the Way, and hither are they 
coming to offer you Service. 
p Maja ful hone r 


eſty ſhall have Puts of na the adventurous Kni 
fall ule bis Foil and Target, 1 ſhall not h 
gratis, the humorous Man ſhall end his Part in Peace, 
. and the Lady ſhall ſpeak her mind freely, or the blank. 
* Verſe ſhall halt for t. What Players are they ?. 
e 1 Even thoſe you were wont to take ſuch Delight ing. 
ragedians of the City. 

I How chances it they travel? their Reſidence 
iir Bis Ee 20th page. | 
Rof. I think their Inhibition comes by the Means of. 

the late Innovation. 

Ham. Do they hold the fame Eſtimation they did: 
when I was in the City ? Are they fo follow'd ? 
Rof. No indeed they are not. 

* Ham. How comes it? do they grow ruſty 7 
* Rof. Nay, their Endeavour keeps in the wonted Pace; 
+ but there is, Sir, an Airy of Children, little Vaſes, that 

2 the Top of Queſtion, and are moſt tyran-- 


on * nically clapp'd for't: theſe are now the Faction, and fo: 
ng * be-rattle «G4 common Stages, (ſo Ip. call them) that 
Te- * many wearing Rapiers, are afraid Quill, and. 
of * dare ſcarce come thither. 
po · * Ham. What, are they Children ? Who maintains 
20 *'em? How are they eſcorted? 2 urſue the 
a * Quality no longer they can fin they not 
* ay afterwards, if they ſhould grow t ves to com- 


* mon Players, as it + if thor. Means are 4 


a while no Money bid for 
and the Player went to Cuffs 


Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to EH, your 
Hands; come then, th' Appurtenance of Welcome is 
Faſhion and C : © let me comply with you in 
this Garb, left my Extent to the Players, which I tell 
you muſt ſhew fairly outwards, ſhould more appear 
* like Entertainment than yours; you are welcome: but 
my Uncle-Father and Aunt-Mother are deceiv'd. 

Guil. In what, my dear Lord? 

Ham. I am but mad North-North-Weſt ; when the 
Wind is Southerly, I know a Hawk from a Handfaw. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. Well be with you, Gentlemen. 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenftern and Roſencrans 3 that 


great Baby that you ſee there is not yet out of his ſwad- 
ling Clous 


of. Haply he is the ſecond Time come to them ; for 
they ſay an old Man is twice a Child. 

Ham. I propheſy that he comes to tell me of the 
Players; mark it: You ſay right, Sir, a Monday Morning, 
'twas then indeed. 

Pol. My Lord, I have News to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord, I have News to tell yu; when 
Naeſcius was an Actor in Rome * 
60. 
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Pol. The beſt Afion in the World, either for Tragedy, 
— * Hiſtory, Paſtoral, Paſtoral-Comical, Hiſtorical- 

Scene undividable, or Poem unlimited :* Seneca 
cannot be too heavy heavy, nor Plauts: too light, for the Law 
of Wit and Libe Theſe are the only Men. 


0c Fephtha, Judge of Hrael, what a Treaſure 


Pol. What a Treaſure had he, my Lord? 


Ham. Why one fair and no the 
which he loved pullog ell * 

Aldi. 

old Fephtha ? 14 


Pal. Still on my 
1 i 
ha, "= oy #4 I have a 
ſing wel.” 


- Hem. Am en . J. 
Daughter that I love 


2 98 — 


Enter Players: 

Ham. © You are welcome, Maflers, welcome all, I am 
to ſee thee well ;* welcome, good Friends. Oh my 
Friend ! why Face is valanc'd fince I faw thee 
ils GER 0 2 r my 
oung Lady Miftreſs your grown 
— 4 — than when I ſaw you laſt dy as Alti- 
tude of a in: I wiſh r Voice, like a Piece of 
uncurrent Gold, be not id within the Ring. Maſters, 
you are all welcome, "uw e' en to't like friendly Falconers, 


Na ſee, we'll have a Speech ſtrait; 
come give us aſte of your Quality, come, a paſſionate 


What Speech, Lord ? 

112 N 7+ 5 Ap 4, dar ph but it was 
never acted, or if it was, not above once, for the Play 
I remember pleaſed not the Million, twas Caviar to 
the Multitude ; © but it was, as I receiv'd it and others, 
* whoſe Judgments in ſuch Matters cried in the Top of 

mine, 


well digeſted 
* down with as much 8 7 Cunning . I remember 
t 


* one ſaid there were no to make the 
Matter ſavory, nor no Matter in the Phraſe that might 
* indite the Author cf Affection, but call'd it an honeſt 
Method, as wholeſome as ſweet, and by very much 
© more handſome than fine.” One Speech in't I chiefly 
loved, twas /Zneas's Talk to Dido, and thereabout of it 
eſpecially when he ſpeaks of Priam's Slaughter ; if it ive 
in your Memory, begin at this Line, let me ſee, let me 
ſee —— The rugged Pyrrbus like th Hyrcanian Beaſt; 
4 no, that's not it, — wh Pyrrhus. 


— Pyrrhus, he whoſe 
is Purpoſe, did the Night — 
6 rr 
* Hath now his Beard and black Complexion ſmear'd 
Wich Heraldry more diſmal ; Head to Foot 
* Now is he total Gules ; horribly trick*d 
6 = I of F athers, on Daughters, Sons, 
p impaſted with ing Streets, 
* 'That lend a ous and a 1 
To their 's Murder ; roaſted in Work and Five, 
And thus o' er- ciſed with coagulate Gore. 
With Eyes like Carbuncles, the helliſh Pyrrhus 
« Old Granfire Priam ſeeks.” So proceed you. 
Pol. My Lord, well-ſpoken with — Accent, and 
good Diſeretion. 
Ham. 80 you. 
Play. Anon he ſinds him 
Striking too ſhort at Greeks, his antick Sword 
Rebellious to his Arm, . 
R to command unequal match 
ä Priam drives, in Rage ſtrikes wide, 
But with the Whiff and Wind of his fell Sword, 
Th' unnerved Father falls. Then ſenſeleſs An, 
* Seeming to feel his Blow, with flaming T 
* Stoops to his Baſe, and with a hideous Craſh 
Takes Pris'ner Pyrrbus' Ear: For, lo! his Sword, 
Which was declining on the milky Head 
Of rev'rend Priam, ſeem'd i'th'Air to tick ; 
6 fL r 
And like a Neutral to his Will and Matter, 
Did nothing. 


Nee r £4© as. 


Sen by 


i: 
l 
} 
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: 


th egion : So after Pyrrbus' Pauſe, 
rouſed bo oy ſets him — 

er did the Cyclops' Hammers fall, 
lars his Armour, forg'd for Proof eterne, 


Remorſe than Fyrrbus bleeding Sword 
on Priam. 
thou Strampet Fortune ! *All you Gods, 
take away her Pow'r, 
Spokes and Felloes from her Wheel, 
An round Nave down the Hill of Heav'n 
As low as to the Fiends.” 
Pol. This i 
Ham Beard; pri 
ſay on, he's for a Jig, or a Tale of — a 2 
Say on, and come to Hecuba. 
Play. But who, alas, had ſeen the mobled Queen 
Ham. The mobled Queen ! 
Pol. That's good. 


N 
TH 855 
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* The inſtant Burſt of Clamour that ſhe made, 
* Unleſs Things mortal move them not at all, 
Would have made milch the burning Eyes of Heaven, 
And Paſſion in the Gods. 

Poel. Look whether he has not turn'd his Colour, and 
has Tears in's Eyes. Prithee no more. 
Ham. "Tis well, I'll have thee ſpeak out the reſt of this 
oon. Good my Lord, will you fee the Players well be- 
ſtowed > do you hear? let them be well uſed, for they 
are the Abſtract and brief Chronicles of the Time : After 
your Death, you were better have a bad Epitaph, than 
their ill Report while you live. Fs 
8 


Ham. I fo, Good by t'ye. 
O what a Wretch and pleaſan 
Is it not monſtrous that this Player here, 
But in a Fiction, in a Dream of Paſſion, 
Could force his Soul fo to his own Conceit, 
'That from her Working all the Viſage 
Tears in his Eyes, Diſtraction in his A 
A broken Voice, and his whole Fun&i 
With Forms to his Canceit, and 

For Hecuba ? 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 
That he ſhould weep for her ? 
Had he the Motive, and 
That I have ? he would *drown the Sta 


The very Faculties of Eyes and Ears : * yet I, 
A dull and muddy-mettled Raſcal, peak 
Like Fohn-a-dreams, unpregnant of my Cauſe, — 


And can fay nothing; no, not for a King, 

* Upon whole Property, and moſt dear Lite, 

A damn'd Deſeat was made. Am I a Coward ? 

Who calls me Villain, breaks my Pate acroſs, 

* Plucks off my Beard, and blows it in my Face, 

* Tweeks me by the Noſe, gives me the Lye 7th” Throat 
| * AJ 
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* As deep as to the z Who does me this? 
* Ha! why I ſhould take it ;* for it cannot be, 
But I am Pigeon-liver'd, and lack Gall 
1 ſhould have faced all 
With this Slave's 


Why what an Aſs am I? This is moſt brave, 
6 . 
Prom to my Revenge by Heav'n Hell, 
6 _ _—_ un 
, a curſing li ea very a i heupon't 
— — Brain: _ 1 have heard, [foh ! 


ity C at a Play, 
— — 7 Cee — wy the Scene 
Been firuck fo two to the Soul. that preſently 
They have proclaim'd their Malefations : 
For Murder, tho” it have no Tongue, will ſpeak 


q * moſt miraculous Organ.” Tu have theſe Players 
— like the Murder of my Father, 


re -A in 
Fll tent ; if he look pale, 
12 2 8 Spirit — — 


May be a Devil, 11515 
T'aſſume a pleaſing 8 z © yea, per 

* Outof my W Weakneſs, and 1 1 
As he is very 

2 In eve Grounds 

More relative than this ; the Play's the Thing, 

Wherein P'll catch the Conſcience of the King. [ Exit. 


ACT. IL CONNN V 


Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Roſencrans, Guil- 
Gentlemen and Guards. 


r 


ND can you by no Drift of Conference 
. 
« 8 2 


Ref. 
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Ro/. He does confeſs he feels himſelf diſtracted. 
But what Cauſe, he will by no Means ſpeak. 
* Guil. Nor do we find him — 222 
© But with a crafty Madneſs keeps aloof, 


r grey 


98828082 
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a 
* Your Lonelineſs. We're oft to blame in this, 
Tis too much prov'd, that with Devotion's Viſage, 


And pious Action, we do ſugar o'er 


Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the Queſtion ; 
DD 
Arrows of outtageous Fortune, 
. 
And by end them: To die, to ſleep 
No more; and by a Sleep to ſay we end 
The Heart- ach, and the nat ral Shocks 
That Fleſh is Heir to; tis a Conſummation 
Devoutly to be wiſk'd, to die, to 


I. To , perchance to dream: ay, the Rub; 
For in that of Death what may Come, 
When we off this mortal Coil, 


groan and fiveat under a weary Life ? 
But that the Dread of ſomething after Death, 
| The undifſcover'd Country, from whoſe Bourn 
ren. No Traveller returns, puzzles the Will, | 
And makes us rather bear thoſe Ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of. 
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Thus Conſcience does make Cowards of us all, 
And thus the healthful Face of Reſolution 

Is ſickly'd o'er with the pale Caſt of Thought, 
And Erterprizes of great Pith and Moment, 
With this Regard their Currents turn away, 

And loſe the Name of Action. Soft you now.” 


The fair Ophelia Nymph, in thy Oraiſons T 
Be all my Sins remembred. = 

Oph. Good my Lord, — 

Ham. I humbly thank you, well. 

Opb. My Lord, I have Remembrances of yours, th 
That I have long d to re- deliver, th 
Pray you now receive them. O 

Ham. No, not I, I never gave you, aught. ki 

Oph. My honour d Lord, you know right well you did, 1 T 
And with them Words of ſo ſweet Breath compos'd, 

As made theſe Things more rich: Their Perfume loſt, 

for to the noble Minde tu 
when Givers prove unkind, ar 
| H 
Ham. Ha, ha, are you honeſt ? " 
Are you fair ? ; ri 
hi * th 

—— fair, you ſhould admit 
a T 

Ham. Ay, truly, for the Power of Reauty will ſooner T 

tranform H from what it is to a Bawd, than the At 
oneſty can tranſlate” Beauty to his Likeneſs : „ 

L 

: oe 

ſo evacuate our old Stock, but we ſhall reliſh of it: I T 


d you 


E 


„ 0 
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Shape, or Time to act them in: What ſhould ſuch Fel- 
lows as I do crawling between Earth and Heaven? We 
are arrant Knaves, believe none of us ; go thy ways to a 
Nunnery. W here's your Father? 
Oph. At home, ny Lord. 
Ham, Let the Doors be ſhut upon him, 


That he may play the Fool no-where but in's own Houſe: 


Farewel. 

Oph. O help him, you ſweet Heav'ns 
Ham. If thou doit marry, I'll give thee this Plague for 
thy Dowry ; Be thou as chaſte as Ice, as pure as Snow. 
thou ſhalt not "ſcape Calumny ; get thee to a Nunnery. 
Or i. thou wilt needs marry, marry a Fool, for wiſe Men 
know well enough what Monſters you make of them: 
To a Nay oh © and quickly too; farewel. 

Oh. Heavenly Powers, reſtore him 

am. I have heard of your Paintings well enough: Na- 

ture hath given you one Face, and you make yourſelves 
another; you jig and amble, and you liſp, you nick-name 
Heaven's Creatures, and make your Wantonneſs your Igno- 
rance; go to, I'll no more on't, it hath made me mad: 
I ſay we will have no more Marriages, thoſe that are mar- 
ried already, all but one ſhall live, the reſt ſhall keep as 
they are. Io a Nunnery go. [ Exit. 

Oph. O what a noble Mind is here o'erthrown ! 
* 'The Courtier's, Soldier's, Scholar's Eye, Tongue, Sword,” 
The Expectation and Roſe of the fair State, 
* The Glaſs of Faſhion, and the Mould of Form,“ 
Th' Obſerved of all Obſervers, quite, quite down, 
And I of Ladies moſt deject and wretched, 
That ſuck'd the Honey of his Muſic Vous; 
Now fee that noble and moſt fov'reign Reaſon, 
Like ſweet Bells jangled out of Tune, and harſh, 
* That unmatch'd Form and Stature of blown Youth 
* Blafied with Ecſtaſy.” O woe is me 
T” have ſeen what I have ſeen, ſeeing what I ſee! [ Exit. 

Eater King and Polonius. 

King. Love ! his Aſfections do not that way tend; 
For wat he fpake, tho' it lack Form a little, 
W ike Madneſs ; there's ſomething in his Soul 


which to prevent 
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* He ſhall with Speed to Exgland, 
ttled Matter in his Heart, 

ns ſtill beati | 
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Thus ſet down 
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„eee. 
her own I „and the very Age and 
his Form and Prefſure. O there 


Chriſtian, Pagan, nor 

have fo ſtrutted and — 2 that I gg 

of Nature's Journeymen made Men, not 

them well, hey vcd Humanity fo abominably. 
Play. I hope we have 


with 
us. 
Ham. O reform it altogether, and let thoſe that play 


pitiful Ambition in the Fool that uſes it. Go, make 


Ham. What ho, Horatio | 

Hor. Here, my Lord, at your Service. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art e en as juſt a Man 
As &er my Converſation met withal. 

Hor. y* » hy cbs + 1 

Ham. Nay, do not think tter ; 
— . — — thee, 
That haſt no Revenue but thy good Spirits lter d? 
To feed and cloath thee ; Why ſhould the Poor be flat- 
* No, let the candy d Tongue lick abſurd Pomp, 
* And crook the pregnant Hinges of the Knee, 
Where Thrift may follow Fawning. Doſt thou hear? 
Since my dear Soul was Miſtreſs of her Choice, 
And could of Men diſtinguiſh her Election, 
Sh' hath feal'd thee for herſelf: for thou haſt been 
As one in ſuffering all, haſt ſuffer'd nothing; 
* A Man that Fortune's Buffets and Rewards 
" Haſt ta'en with equal Thanks: and bleſt are thoſe 

= 


f 


48 HAM L E x. 


* Whoſe Blood and Jud 


gment are ſo well commingled 
© That they are not a Pipe for Fortune's Finger. 
* To ſound what Stop ſhe pleaſe.” Give me the Man 
That is not Paſſion's Slave, and I will wear him 
Inmy Heart's Core, ay, in my Heart of Hearts, 
As I do thee — Something too much of this : 
There is a Play To-night before the King, 
One Scene of it comes near the Circumſtance, 
Which I have told thee of my Father's Death: 
I prithee, when thou ſeeſt that Act on Foot, 
Ev'n with the very Comment of thy Soul 
Obſerve my Uncle: if then his hidden Guilt 
Do not itſelf diſcover in one 8 
It is a damned Ghoſt that we have ſeen, 
And inations are as foul 
* As Fulcan's Stithy.” Give him heedful Note 
For I mine Eyes will rivet to his Face, 
And after we will both our Judgments join 
In Cenſure of his Seeming. 
Hor. I will, my Lord; 


If he fteal aughtthe whilſt the Play is playing, 
heft. 


And Detection, I will pay the 
Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Gentlemen. 
Ham. They're coming to the Play, I muſt be idle: 
Get you a Place. 
King. How fares our Couſin Hamlet? 
Ham. Excellent, ifaith, 
Of the Camelion's Diſh I eat, the Air; 
Promiſe-cramm'd, you cannot feed Capons fo. 
King. I have nothing with this Anſwer, Hamlet, 
Theſe Words are not mine. 
Ham. No, nor mine now, my — 
You play'd once in the Uni , 
Pol. That I did, my Lord, and was 
Ham. What did you enaQt ? [ good 
Pol. I did enact Fulius Cæſar. I was kill'd 1th'Capitol, 
Brutus kill'd me. 
Ham. It was a brute Part of him to kill fo capital a 
of. Ay, my wait your Pati 
zeen. Come hither, 7 drar nds, fit by me. 
am. No, good Mother, here's Metal more attractive. 
Pol. O ho, do you mark that ? 
Ham, Lady, ſhall I lie in your Lap? 


ob. 


a«& a PRI—"Yy — om 8 8 


w— 


qa = - - - 


3 Denmark. 49 
Ham, D «, Ds you tink 1 


, y Lord. 

0 2. That's a fair Thought, to lie between Maids 
« Oph. What is, my Lord? (Legs. 
Ham. Nothing. 

Opb. You are merry, my Lord 


© Oph. Ay, my Lord. 
Ham. Your only Jig-maker ; what ſhould a Man do 


WS. -- be 1 ? for look you how chearfully Mother 
looks, and my Father died within's two os. 


= - bg 'tis twice two Months my Lord. 


long ! nay, then let the Devil wear black, for 
u have a pen er Sables: O Heavens ' die two Months 


ago, and not forgotten yet! then there's H a t 
d's Memory may out-live his Life half Vw: ko 
muſt build Churches then, or elſe ſhall he ſuffer not 
thinking on, with the Hobby-horſe, — Epitaph is, 
for O, for O, the Hobby. horſe is fo 
Oph. What means the Play, my I 
Ham. It is munching Mallico, it means Miſchief. 
Opb. But what's the Argument? 
Enter Prologue. 
Ham. We ſhall know by this Fellow: 
The Players cannot keep Secret, they'll ſhew all. 
„ my Lord? 
Ay, at any Shew that you will ſhew them : be 
not you aſham'd to ſhew, and they'll not b!uſh to tell you 


what it means. 
naught, you are naught, I'll mark the Play. 


Opb. Youare 

Prologue. For us, and for our Tragedy, 

Here flooping to your Clemency, 

We beg jour Hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the Poſy of a Ring? 
= "Tis brief, my Lord. 
As Woman's Love. 


I. 
ry 
Ir. 
ol, 


' Enter Player-King and geen. 
Pl. King. Full thirty times has Phe Car gone round 
* Neptune's ſalt Waſh, and Tellus orb'd the Ground, 
* And thirty Dozen Moons with borrow'd Sheen . 
* About the World have twelve times thirty been,” 
Since Love our Hearts, and H;5men did our Hands 
Unite, infolding them in 3 Bands. 


PI. 
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PI. Queen. So many Journeys may the Sun and Moon 
Make — again count o'er, ere Love be done: 
Put woe is me, you are fo ſick of late, 
And fo far diff rent from your former State, 
That I diſtruſt you; yet, tho' | diſtruſt, 
Diſcomfort you, my Lord, it nothing muſt. 
For Women fear too much, ev'n as they love. 
* Now Womens Fear and Love hold Quantity 
In neither ought, or in Extremity.” 
Now what my has been, Proof makes you know ; 
And as my Love is great, my Fear is fo: 
Where Love is great, the ſmalleſt Doubts are Fear; | 
Where little Fear s great, = Love grows there. 
PI. King. I muſt leave thee, and ſhortly too; | 
My working Powers their Functions leave todo; 
But thou ſhalt live in this fair World behind, 
Honour'd, belov'd, and haply one as kind 
For Huſband ſhalt thou 
P]. Queen. O confound the reſt! 
Such Love muſt needs be Treaſon in my Breaſt. 
In ſecond Huſband let me be accurſt ; 
None wed the ſecond, but who kilFd the firſt. 
Ham. That's Wormwood. 
Pl. Queen. The Inſtances that ſecond Marriage move, 
Are baſe Reſpects of Thrift, but none of Love; 
A ſecond time I kill my Huſband dead, 
When ſecond huſband kiſſes me in Bed.” 
Pl. King. I do believe you think what now you ſpeak ; 
But what we do determine, oft we break ; 
« Purpoſe is but the Slave of Memory, 
* Of violent Birth, but poor Validity, 
Which now like Fruits unripe ſticks on the Tree, 
But fall unſhaken when they mellow be. 
4 Moſt tis, that we forget 
To pay ourſelves what to ourſelves is Debt; 
© What to ourſelves in Paſſion we propoſe, [ 
The Paſſion ending, doth the Purpoſe loſe ; - 
The Violence of either Grief or ]oy , 
Their own Enactures with themſelves deſtroy ; 
Where Joy moſt revels. Grief doth mott lament : 
Grief joys, Joy grieves on ſlender Accident. 
This World is not for aye, nor is it ſtrange 
That ey'q our Loves ſhould with our Fortunes change 
Fos 
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For ' tis a Queſtion left us yet to prove. 

Whether Love lead 5 - 4 Fortune Love. 
- t Man down, you mark his Fav'rite flies; 
The Poor advanc'd, makes Friends of Enemies. 
And hitherto doth Love our Fortune tend; 

For who not needs, ſhall never lack a Friend ; 
And who in Want a hollow Friend doth try, - 
Directly ſeaſons him his Enemy. 

* But orderly to end where [ begun, 

* Our Wills and Fates do ſo contrary run, 

That our Devices ſtill are overthrown ; 

Our Thoughts are ours, their Ends none of our own.” 
Think ſtill thou wilt no ſecond Huſband wed ; 

But thy Thoughts die, when thy firſt Lord is dead. 

PI. Queen. Nor Earth to give me Food, nor Heaven 
Sport and Repoſe lock from me Day and Night, (Light, 
* To Deſperation turn my T ruſt and Hope, 

An Anchor's Chear in Priſon be my Scope: 

* Each Oppoſite that blanks the Face of Joy, 
Meet bs 4 I would have wel}, and it deſtroy; 
Both here and hence pra ſue me lalting Strife, 

If once I Widow be, and then a Wife. 

Ham. If ſhe ſhould break it now? 

PI. King. i is deeply ſworn: Sweet, leave me here a- 
My Spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile while ; 
The tedious Day with S.eep. 

PI. QAucen. Sleep rock thy Brain, 

And never come Miſch.ince between uz twain, [ Excunt. 

Ham. Madam, how like you the Play? 

Yuen. The Lady doth proteſt too much, methinks. 

am. O but ſhe'll] keep her Word. (fence in't ? 

King. Have you heard the Argument? Is there no Of- 

Ham. No, no, they do but jeit, poiſon in jeſt, no Of- 

King. What do they call the Play? ( fence. 

Ham. The Mouſe- trap; Marry how? Tropically. This 
Play is the Imige of a \ſurder done in Fierna. Gonzaga 
is the Duke's Name, bis Wiſe Bap! ta, you ſhall ſee anon, 
tis a knaviſh Piece of Work; but what of that? Your 
Majely and we ſhall have free Souls, it touches us not; 
let the galled Jade winch, our Withers are unwrung. 
This is one Lacianus, Nephew to the King. 
Enter Lucianus. 

Oph. You are as good as a Chorus, my Lord. 
| C 2 
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Ham. I could interpret between and Love 
if I could fee the Puppets dallying. on” 45 5 : 

* Oph. You are keen, my Lord, you are keen. 

* Ham. It would coſt you a Groaning to take off mine 


Oph. Still worſe and worſe. (Edge. 

Ham. So you miſtake your Huſbands.“ Begin, Mu 
derer, leave thy damnable Faces, and begin ; come, the 
croaking Raven doth bellow forth Revenge. 

Lac. © houghts black, Hands apt, Drugs fit, and Time 
Confed”rate Seaſon, and no Creature ſeeing, ( agreeing, 
Thou Mixture rank, of midnight Weeds collect 
With Hecate's Bane, thrice blaited, thrice infected; 

Thy nat'ral Magic, and dire Property, 
On wholſom Lite uſurps immediately. 

Ham. He poiſons him i'th' Garden for his Eſtate, his 
Name's Gonzago ; the Story is extant, and written in 
very Choice alias: you ſhall fee anon how the Mur- 
derer gets the Love of Gznzage's Wite. 

Oph. The King riſes. 

Han. What! frighted with falſe Fire? 

J * How fares my Lord? 

ol. Give o' er the Play. 
King. Give me ſome Lights: Away! 
Pol. Lights, Lights, Lights. | 
Exeunt all but Ham. and Hor. 

Ham. Why let the ſtrucken Deer go weep, | 

The Hart ungall'd go play 
For ſome muſt watch, whilſt ſome muſt ſleep ; 

Thus runs the World away, Would not this, Sir, and 
©* a Foreſt of Feathers, if the reſt of my Fortunes turn 
* Turk with me, with previncial Roſes on my raz'd Shoes, 
get me a Fellowſhip in a City of Players? 

* Hor. Half a Share. 

* Ham. A whole one, I. 

For thou doſt know, O Damon dear, 

This Realm diſmantled was 

© Of Fove himſelf, and — 
Peacoc 


: Her. V ou might have rhym'd.” 
Ham. O good Heratio, I'll take the Ghoſt's Word for 
a thouſand Pounds. Did'ſt we ? 


Hor. Very well, my 


ur- 


4 Ham. 
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Ham. Upon the Talk of Poiſoning. 

Hor. I 44 v very well note him. 

Ham. Ah, ah, come, ſome Muſic; come, the Recorders: 
For the King likes not the Comedy, 

Why then perhaps he likes it not perdie. 
Come, ſome Muſic.” 
Enter Roſencrans and Guildenſtern. 
Guil. Good, my Lord, vouchſafe me a Word with you. 
Ham. Sir, a whole Hiſtory. 
Cuil. The King, Sir. 
Ham. Ay, Sir, what of him ? 

Guil. Is in his Retirement marvellous diſtemper'd. 

Ham. With Drink, Sir? | 

Guil. No, my Lord, with Choler. 

Ham. Your Wiſdom would ſhew itſelf richer, to ſig- 
nify this to the Doctor; for me to put him to his Purg4- 
tion, would perhaps plunge him into more Choler, 

Guil. Good my Lord, put your Diſcourſe into ſome 
And ſtart not ſo wildly from my Buſineſs. ( Frame, 

Ham. I am tame, Sir, pronounce. 

Sunil. The Queen your Mother, in moſt great Affliction 
Of Spirit, hath ſent me to you. 

Ham. You are — his Courtely FARE 

Guil. Nay, my „ this Co is not 
right Breed 1 if aal pleaſe you to make me a wholſom 
Anſwer, I will do your Mother's Commandment; if not, 
— (non and my Return ſhall be the End of the Zu- 


Ham. Sir, I cannot. 
Re. What, my Lord? 
Ham. Make you a wholſom Anſwer, my Wit's diſ- 
eaſed : but, Sir, ſuch Anſwer as I can make, you ſhall 
command, or rather, as you ſay, my Mother; there- 
fore no more, but to the Matter: my Mother, you fay. 
Ro. Then thus ſhe ſays, Your Behaviour o late 
truck her into Amazement and Admiration. +» | 
Ham. O wonderful Son, that can thus aftoniſh a Mo- 
ther! but is there no Sequel at the Heels of this Mother's 
Admuiration ? Impart. . 
Rof. She deſires to ſpeak with you in her Cloſet, ere 
yore ns | 
m. We ſhall obey, were ſhe ten times our Mother: 
have you any farther 'Trade with us ? 
R/. My Lord, you once did love me. 
C 3 Ham. 
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Ham. And do till by theſe Pickers and Stealers. 

Rof. Good my Lord, what is the Caufe of your Di. 
temper? You do ſurely bar the Door upon your own 
Liberty, if you deny your Griefs to your Friend, 

Ham. Sir, I lack Advancement. 

Re. How can that be, when you have the Voice of 
the King himſelf for your Succeſſion in Denmark ? 

Enter Horatio with Recorders. 

Ham. Ay, Sir, but while the Graſs grows — the Pro- 
verb is ſomething muſty : Oh the Recorders ; let me ſee 
one to withdraw with you; why do go about to 
c drive me into 
a Toil ? 

Guil. Oh, my Lord, if my Duty be too bold, my Love 
is too unmannerly. 

Ham. I do not well underſtand that; will you play 
upon this Pipe ? 

Guil. My Lord, I cannot. 

Ham. I pray you. 

Guil. Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. I beſeech you. 

Cuil. I know no Touch of it, my Lord. 

Ham. "Tis as eaſy as Lying ; govern theſe Vantages 
with your Fingers and the Thumb; give it Breath with 

our Mouth, and it will diſcourſe excellent Muſick : 
Lob you, theſe are the _ 
 Guil. But theſe cannot I command to any Utterance of 
oy” © have * the _ 

Ham. Why lock ye now, unworthy a Thing 
make of me ; you would play upon me, Ale. — 
to know my Stops, you would pluck out the Heart of my 
Myſtery, you would ſound me from my loweſt Note to 
the Top of my Compaſs ; and there is much Mufic, ex- 
cellent Voice in this little Organ, yet cannot you make 
it ſpeak. Sdeath, do you think I'm eafier to be play'd 
on than a Pipe? Call me what Inſtrument you will, cho 
you can fret me, you cannot play upon me. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. My Lord, the Queen would ſpeak with you, and 
preſently. 

Ham. Do you ſee yonder Cloud, that's almoſt in Shape 
of a Camel? 

Pol. I is like a Camel indeed. 

Ham. Methinks tis like a Wezel. 


Pol. 


* 


} 
7 
ö 
p 
| 
, 


Prince of Denmark. 85 
Pol. It is black like a Wenzel. 
Ham. Or like a Whale. 
Pol. Very like a Whale. 
Ham Then I will come to my Mother by-and-by ; 
They fool me to the Top of my Bent. I will come by- 


Pol. I will fay fo.” [ Exit. (and-by. 
Ham. By-and-by is eaſily ſaid. Leave me, Friends. 
[ Exeunt. 


"Tis now the very witching Time of Night, 
When Church-yards yawn, and Hell itſelf breathes out 
Contagion to the World : Now could [ drink hot Blood, 
And do ſuch Deeds, as Day itſelf 
Would quake to look on. Soft! now to my Mother ; 
O Heart loſe not tny Nature] let not ever 
The Soul of Ver, enter this firm Boſom: ' 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural : 
I wil! ſpeak Daggers to her, but uſe none. 
My Tongue and Soul, in this be Hypocrites. ' 
How in my Words ſoever be ſhe ſhent, | 
* To give them Seals never my Soul conſent. [ Exi:. 
| Enter King, Roſencrans, and Guildenflern. 
Kirg. 1 like him not, nor ſtands it ſafe with us 
To let his Madneſs range; therefore prepare you : 
* I your Commiſſion will forth» ith ditpatch, 
Ar d he to E-:2/ard ſhall along with you; 
, 208 * „ of our _ may not er.dure 
* Haza near us, as do hourly grow 
* Out of his Lunacies. a 
* Gail. We will ourſelves provide ; 
* Moſt holy and religious Fear it is 
To keep thoſe many Bodies ſafe, 
That live and feed upon your Majeſty, 
* Ro}. The fingle and peculiar Life is 
* With all the Strength and Armour of the Mind, 
* To keep itſelf from Noyance ; but much more 
* That Spirit, upon whoſe Weal deperd and reſt 
* The Lives of many: The Ceaſe of Majeſty 
Dies not alone, but like a Gulph doth draw 
What's near it with it; or it's a maſſy Wheel, 
* Fix'd on the Summit of the higheſt Mount, 
To whoſe huge Spokes ten thouſand leſſer Things 
* Are mortic'd and adjoin'd, which when it falls, 
* Each ſmall Annexment, petty Conſequence, 
4 
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Attends the boiſt'rous Ruin; ne'er alone 
6 = the King figh, but with a 2 _. 
ing. Arm then, I pray you, to this ſpeedy Voyage, 
For we will Fetters put hon this Fear, 
Which now goes too free footed. 
Rof. We will make haſte. [ Exeunt Roſ. and Guil. 
| Enter Polonius. 
Pol. Sir, he is going to his Mother's Cloſet, 
Behind the Arras I'll convey myſeif 
Jo hear the Proceſs ; il warrant ſhe'll tax him home. 
And as you ſaid, and wiſely was it ſaid, 
*Tis meet that ſome more Audience than a Mother, 
Since Nature makes them partial, ſhould o'er-hear 
Their Speech. Fare you well, my Liege; 
I'll call upon you ere you go to Bed, 
And tell you what I hear. [ Exit, 
King. Thanks, dear my Lord. 
O! my Offence is rank, it ſmells to Heav'n ; 
It hath the eldeſt Curſe upon't, 
A Erother's Murder: pray I cannot, 
Tho' Inclination be as ſharp as Will, 
My ftronger Guilt defeats my ſtrong Intent; 
Ard like a Man to double Buſineſs 
J Rand in Pauſe where I ſhall firſt begin, 
And both neglect. What if this curſed Hand 
Were thicker than itſelf with Brother's Blood ? 
Is there not Rain enough in the ſweet Heav'ns 
To wafh it white as Snow ? Whereto ſerves Mercy, 
But to confront the Viſage of Offence ? 
* And what's in Prayer, but this twofold Force, 
To be foreſtalled ere we come to fall, 
Or pardon'd being down ?* Then Til look up: 
My Fault is paſt ; but oh ! what form of Prayer 
Can ſerve my Turn? Forgive me my foul Murder !” 
That cannot be, fince I am ſtill poſſeſs d 
Ot thoſe Effects for which I did the Murder, 
My Crown, mine own Ambition, and my Queen. 
May one be pardon'd, and retain th" Offence , 
In the corrupted Currents of this World, 
Offence's gilded Hand may ſhove by Juftice ; 
And oft tis ſeen the wicked Prize i 
Buys out the Law: but tis not ſo above, 
There is no ſhuffling ; there the Action lies 
In its true Nature, and we ourſelves compell'd 


Ev'n 
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Ev'n to the Teeth and Forehead of our Faults 
To give in Evidence. What then! what reſts? 
Try what Repentance can; what can it not? 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 
O wretched State! O Boſom black as Death 
O limed Soul ! that ſtruggling to be free, 
Art more engag d! Help Angels, make aſſay, 
Bow ſtubborn Knees, and Heart with Strings of Steel 
Be ſoft as Sinews of the new- born Babe. 
All may be well. [The King knecls, 
Enter Hamlet. | 

Ham. Where is this Murderer ? He kneels and prays, 

And now I'll do't, and ſo he goes to Heav'n, 
And fo I am reveng'd : that would be ſcann'd 
He kill'd my Father, and for that 
IT his fole Son fend him to Heav'n. 
Why this is Reward not Revenge : 
He took my Father groſſy, fall of Bread, 
With all his Crimes broad blown as fluſh as May ; 
And how his Audit ſtands, who knows fave Heav'n ? 
But in our Circumſtance and Courſe of Thought, 
Tis heavy with him; and am I then reveng d, 
To take kim in the purging of his Soul, 
When he is fit and ſeaſon d for his Paſſage ? No. 
Up Sword, and know thou a more horrid Time, 
hen he is drunk, aſleep, or in a Rage, 
Or in th' inceſtuous Pleaſures of his ; 
At Gaming, Swearing,' or about ſome Act, 
That has no Relith of Salvation in't. 
Then trip him, that his Heels may kick at Heav'n, 
And that his Soul may be as damn'd and black 
As Heil whereto it goes: My Mother ſtays, 
This Phyſic but prolongs thy fickly Days. [Exit. 

King. My Words fly up, my 'Thoughts remain below ; 
Words without Thoughts never to Heaven go, [Exit. 
| Enter Qucen and Polonius. 

Pol. He will come ſtrait, look you lay home to him, 
Tell him his Pranks have been too broad to bear with, 
And that yerr Grace hath ftood between 
Much Heat and him. I'll here conceal myſelf, 

Pray you be round with him. | 
am. [within.) Mother, Mother, Mother. 
veen. I warrant you, fear me not. 


Withdraw, I hear him coming. | 
5 Enter 


From the fair 
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Eater Hamlet. 
Ham. Now, Mother, what's the Matter ? 
ueen. Hamlet, thou haſt thy Father much offended. 
am. Mother, you have my Father much offended. 
Lucen. Come, come, you anſwer with an idle Tongue. 
Ham. Go, go, you queſtion with a wicked Tongue. 
Lucen. Why how now, Hamlet? 
= What's the Matter now ? 
ueen, Have you forgot me? 
Ham. No, by the Rood. not fo,” 
You are the Queen, your Huſband's Brother's Wife, 
And, would it were not ſo, you are my Mother. 
= Nay then I'll ſet thoſe to you that can oP 
am. Come, come, and fit you down, you not 
You go not till I ſet you up a Glaſe, [budge, 
Where you may ſee the utmoſt Part of you. 
Auen. What wilt thou do ? thou wilt not murder me? 


ns ho! 
ol. What ho, help. | [ Behind the Arras. 
Ham. How now, a Rat? dead for a Ducket, dead. 


[Kills Pol. 
Pol. O] IT am ſlain. 
veen, O me, what haſt thou done? 
m. » I know not, is it the King? 
Acer. O what a raſh and bloody is this ? 
Ham. A bloody Deed, almoſt as bad, good Mother, 
As kill a King, and marry with his Brother. 
Queer. As kill a King 
Ham. Ay, Lady, twas my Word. 
Thou wretched, rafh intruding Fool, farewel ; 
1 took thee for thy better, take thy Fortune; 
Thou find'it, „ ir 
Leave wringing of your Hands; Peace, fit you down, 
And let me wring your Heart; for fo I ſhall, 
If it be made of penetrab'e Stuff, 
< Tf damned Cuſtom have not braz'd it ſo, 
That it be Proof and Bulwark againf Senſe.” 
ucern. What have I done, that thou dat'ſt wag thy 
In Noiſe fo rude againſt me ? [Tongue 
Ham. Such an AR, 
That blurs the Grace and Bluſh of 
Calls Virtue Hypocrite, takes off the Roſe 
orchead of an innocent Love, 
And ſets a Bliſter there, make Marriage-Vows 
1 


i 
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As falſe as Dicer Oath : Oh ſuch a Deed ! 
As from the Body of Contraction plucks 
The very Soul, and ſweet Religion makes 
A Rhapſody of Words. Heav'n's Face does glow ; 
Vea, this Solidity and compound Maſs, 
* With heated Viſage, as againſt the Doom, 
Is thought-ſick at the Act,” 
Ah me ! that AQ! 

nern. Ah me, what Act? 

am. That roars ſo loud, and thunders in the Index. 
Look here this Picture, and on this, 
The counterfeit Preſentment of two Brothers 
See what a Grace was ſeated on this Brow, 
Hyperion's Curls, the Front of Fowe himſelf, 
An Eye like Mars, to threaten and 
A Station like the Herald Mercury, 
New lighted on a Heaven-kiffing H ill; 
A Combination, and a Form indeed, 
Where ev'ry God did ſeem to ſet his Seal, 
To give the World Aſſurance of a Man: 
This was your Huſband. Look you now what follows. 
Here is your Huſband, like a mildew'd Ear, 
Blaſting his wholſome Brother. Have you Eyes ? 
Could you on this fair Mountain leave to feed, 
And batten on the Moor? Ha, have you Eyes? 
You cannot call it Love ; for at your Age 
The Heyday of the Blood is tame, it's humble, 
And waits upon the Judgment ; and what Judgmenc 
Would ftep this to this ? Senſe ſure you have, 
Elſe could you not have Motion; but ſure that Senſe 
Is apoplex'd : for Madneſs would not err, 
Nor Senſe to E was never yet ſo thrall'd, 
But it reſerv d ſome Quantity of Choice 
To ſerve in ſuch a Diff rence. What Dev'l was't, 
6 SP 
Eyes without Feeling, Feeling without Sight, 
0 Bw without Head or Eyes, Smelling fans all 
Or but a ſickly Part of one true Senſe, 
Could not ſo mope.” Oh Shame, where is thy Bluſh * 
Rebellious Hell, 
If thou can't mutiny in a Matron's Bones, 
To flaming Youth let Virtue be as Wax, | 
And melt in her own Fire, proclaim no Shame,” 
When the compulſive Ardour gives the Charge ;. 


Since 
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actively doth 
eaſon panders Will. * 


Juen. O Hamlet, Ae 
Thou turn turn ſt my very yes into my Soul. 
And there I fee fuch black and grieved Spots, 
As will leave there their Tinct. 

Ham. Nay, but to live 
Sten'd in Oncraginn, * Keaying nad making Love 

ew'd in 

Over the naſty Sty.” 

1 . he 9 dr . 

enter in mine 

No more, boy. Ay 
Ham. A Murderer, and a Villain ! 

A Slave, that's not the twentieth Part the Ty he 

Of your precedent Lord; a Vice of Kings; 

A Cu e of the Empire and the Rule, 

That from a Shelf the precious Diadem ftole, 

And put it in his Pocket: 

A King of Shreds and Patches. 

Enter Ghoſt. 

_ —3 _ hover o'er me with Wings, 1 i 
ou 'nly Guards; what w gracious Figure 
Juen. Alas! he's mad. OY 

Ham. Do you not come your tardy Son to chide, 

T hat laps'd in Time and Paſfion, let's go by 

Th' important acting of your dread Command? O ſay ! 
G. Do not forget; this Viſitation 

Is but to whet thy almoſt blunted Purpoſe. 

But look, Amazement on thy Mother fits : 

O ſtep between her and her fighting Soul! 

Conceit in weakeſt Bodies ſtrongeſt works. 

Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you, Madam ? 

Queen. Alas! how is't with you, 

That you do bend your Eye on Vacan 

And with the incorporeal Air do hold ? 

Forth at your Eyes your Spirits wildly peep ; 

And, as the ſleeping Soldiers in th'Alarm, 

Your Hair ſtarts up, and ſtands on End: O gentle Son 

Upon the Heat and Flame of thy Diſtemper 

Sprinkle cool Patience: whereon do you look ? 

Ham. On him, on him—look you how pal he glares ; 


His F and Cauſe 
orm conjoin'd, preaching to — 
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Would make them capable: don't look upon me, 
Leſt with this piteous Action you convert 
My ſtern Effects; then what I have to do, 
Will want true Colour, Tears perchance for Blood. 
nern. To whom do you ſpeak this? 
m. Do you ſee nothing there ? | 
__ Nothing at all, yet all that's here I fee. 
am. Nor did you nothing hear ? 
Queen. No, nothing but ourſelves. 
Ham. Why look you there ; look how it ſtalks away, 
My Father in his Habit as he lib dj; 
Look where he goes, ev'n now out at the Portal. 
Queen. This is the very Coinage of _— 
Veen. is 0 
This bodileſs Queries th is very — in. 
Ham. My Pulſe, as yours, doth temp'rately keep Time, 
And makes as healthful Mufic: Tis not Madneſs 
That 1 have utter'd ; bring me to the Teſt, 
And I the Matter will re-word, which Madneſs 
Cannot do. Mother, for the Love of Grace, 
Lay not that flatt'ring Unction to your Soul, 
That not your Treſpaſs, but your Madneſs ſpeaks ; 
It will but fkin and film the ulc'rous Place, 
Whiles rank Corruption mining all within, 
Infects unfeen : Confeſs yourſelf to Heav'n, 
Repent what's paſt, avoid what is to come; 
* And do not ſpread the Compoſt on the Weeds, 
To make them ranker. Forgive me this my Virtue ; 
For in the Fatneſs of theſe purſy Times, 
« Virtue itſelf of Vice muſt Pardon beg, 
Vea, curb and woo for leave to do him good.” 
= O Hamlet, thou haſt cleft my Heart. 
m. Then throw away the worſer Part of it, 
And live the with the other half. 
Good-night, but go not to my Uncle's Bed ; 
Aſſume a Virtue, if you have it not. | 
* That Monſter Cuſtom, who all Senſe doth eat, 
Of Habits Dev'], is Angel yet in this, 
© That to the Uſe of Actions fair and good 
© He likewiſe gives a Frock or Livery, 
That aptly is put on: refrain to-night, 
And that ſhall lend a kind of Eaſineſs 
© To the next Abſtinence, the next more ; 
For Uſe almoſt can change the Stamp of Nature, 
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And blow them at the Moon: O tis moſt ſweet, 
When in one Line two Crafts directly meet. 
This Man will ſet me packing. 
I lug the Guts inte the neighb'ring Room. 
Mother, Good-night ; this Counſellor 
Is now moſt ſtill, moſt ſecret, and moſt grave, 
Who was in's Life a fooliſh prating Knave. 
Come, Sir, v—— T_ with you. 
xit Hamlet, «ragging in Polonius. 
Good-night, Mother. * 


* 


— — 


ACHI N. SCENE 1 
A Royal Apartment. 
Enter King ad Queen, with Noſencrans and Gui. denſtern. 


King. Here's Matter in theſe Sighs, © theſe profound 
You muſt expound them ; [Heaves ;* 
| Where is your Son? 


Arcen. Beſtow this Place on us a little while, 


33 
Ah my Lord, what have I ſeen to Night ? 

King. What, Gertrude ? how does ? 

Queen. Mad as the Sea and Wind, when both contend 
Which is the mightier ; in his lawleſs Fit, 
Behind the Arras hearing ſomething ſtir, 
Whips out his Rapier, cries a Rat, a Rat, 
And in his brainiſh Apprebenfion kills 
unſeen good old Man. 


1 
; 
5 


mad Man: but ſo much was our Love, 
would not aaderfiand what was moſt ft ; 


a foul Diſeaſe, 
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Aucen. To draw the Body he hath kill'd, 
Oer whom his neſs like ſome Ore, 
Among a Mineral of Metal baſe 
© Shews itſelf poor; he weeps for what is done.” 
King. Gertrude, come away ; 
The Sun no ſooner ſhall the Mountains touch, 
But we will ſhip him hence ; and this vile Deed 
We muſt, with all our Majeſty and Skill, 
Enter Roſencrans and Guildenſtern, 
Both count'nance and excuſe. Ho, Guildenſter u, 
Friends both, $2 join with you ſome further Aid ; 
Hamlet in Madneſs hath Polonius ſlain, 
And from his Mother's Cloſet he has dragg'd him : 
Go ſeek him out, ſpeak fair, and brin Body 
Into the Chapel; I pray you haſte in this. 
Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wiſeſt Friends, 
And let them know both what we mean to do, 
And what's untimely done : 
« Whoſe Whiſper o'er the World's Diameter, 
* As level as the Cannon to his Blank 
* Tranſports his poiſon'd Shot, may miſs our Name, | 
And hit the woundleſs Air. O come away, | 
* My Soul is full of Diſcord and Diſmay.” [ Exeunt. 
Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Safely ftow'd. [Within Hamlet! Lord Hamlet 1 

Ham. What Noiſe ? who calls Hamlet ? 
O here they come. 

Ref. W hat have you done, my Lord, with the dead Body? 

Ham. Compounded it with Duſt, whereto it is akin. 

Roſ. Tell us where tis, that we may take it thence, 
And bear it to the Chapel. 

Ham. Do not believe it, 

Rof. Believe what? 

Ham. 'That I can your Counſel, and not my own : 
beſides, to be demanded of a Sponge, what Replication 
ſhould be made by the Son of a King ? 

Roſ. Take you me for a Sponge, my Lord? 

Ham. Ay, Sir, that foaks up the King's Countenance, 
his Rewards, his Authorities: but ſuch Officers do the 
King beſt Service in the End, he keeps them like an Apple 
in tne Corner of his Jaw, firſt mouth'd to be la# fwal- 
low'd; when he needs what you have gleaned, it. is but 


ſqueezing you, and, Sponge, you ſhall be dry again. B 
| 9s 
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Rof. I underſtand you not, my Lord. 

Ham, I am glad of it: a knaviſh Speech ſleeps in a 
fooliſh Far. 

Roſ. My Lord, you muſt tell us where the Body is, 
and go with us to the King. 

Ham. The Body is with the King, but the King is 
* not with the Body: the King is a Thang. 

* Guil. A Thing, my Lord! 

Ham. Of nothing; bring me to him. [Excunt. 

Enter King and Gentlemen. 

King. I've ſent to ſeek him and to find the Body; 
How dang'rous is it, that this Man goes looſe ? 
Yet muſt we not put the ſtrong Law upon him: 
He's lov'd of the diſtracted Multitude, 
Who like not in their Judgment, but their Eyes ; 
And where tis ſo, th der's Scourge is weigh'd, 
But never the Offence. To bear all ſmooth even, 
This ſudden ſending him away muſt ſeem 
Delib'rate Pauſe : Diſeaſes deſp'rate grown, 
ö —— Appliance are reliev'd, 

not at all, 

Enter Roſencrans and Guildenſtern. 

* King. How now ? what bath befallen ? 

Rof. Where the dead Body is beftow'd, my Lord,” 
We cannot get from him. 
King. But where is he ? 
Ro Without, my Lord, guarded, to know your Plea- 


King. Bring him before us. (ſure. 
Ro/. Ho, bring in the Lord Hamlet. 
Eater Hamlet and Guard,. 


King. Now Hamlet, where's Polonius ? 
Ham, At Supper. 

King. At Su ! where ? | 

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten; a 
certain Convocation of politic Worms are een at him: 
* Your Worm is your only Emperor for Diet. We fat 
NL 2 
* Ma : your fat King and your lean Beggar is but 
« rariable Service; two iſhes but to one Table, that's 


66 HAMLET, 


* Kirg. What doſt thou mean by this? 

Ham. r King may go 
* a Progre's thro” the Guts of a Beggar. 

King. Where is Polonius ? 

Hem. In Heaven; ſend thither to ſee : if your Mefſen- 
ger find him not there, ſeek him i th* other Place your- 
ſelf: but indeed if you find him not within this Month, 


you ſhall noſe him as you Stairs into'the Lobby. 
Ling. S 


Ham. He will ſtay till you come. 

King. Hamlet, this Deed, for thine _ Safery, 
Which we do tender, as we dearly 
* For that which thou haſt done,” m ſend thee hence ; 
Therefore prepare thyſelf, 
The Bark is ready, id the Wind fits fair, 
* Th* Aſſociates tend, and every Thing is bent” 
For E- gland. 

Ham. For England? 

King. Ay, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it, if thou knew'ſ our Purpoſes. 

Ham I ſee a Cherub that ſees them : un 00mg, for 
Farewell, dear Mother. ( Englard. 

King. Thy loving Father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My Mother ; Father and Mother is Man and Wife, 
Man and Wife is one Fleſh ; and ſo my Mother. Farewel, 


by for England [Exit. (Mother. 


Tem © hin with Speod 
y it not, Pl] Ff have Fin hence to-night 

N for every Thing is ſeal'd and done, 
That elſe leans on th Affair; pray you make haſte.” 
And England, if my preſent Love thou hold'it at aught, 
* As my great Power therefore may give thee Senſe, 
Since yet thy Cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Dani/h Sword, and thy free Awe 
* Pays Homage to us, thou may ſt nor cody et 
y Our Sor re reign Proceſs, imports as full 

Zy Letters conjuring to that Effect, 
The preſent Death of Hamlet ; do it England, 
6 For like the Hectie in my Blood he rages, 
And thou muſt cure me ; till I know tis done, 


Howe er my haps, my Joys were ne er begun. 2 
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Enter Fortinbraſs with his Army over the Stage. 
* For. Go, Captain, from me the Daniſh King, 
Tell him, that by his Licenſe, Fortinbraſi 
* Craves the Conveyance of a promis'd March 
Over his Kingdom; you know the Rendezvous: 
* If that his Majeſty would aught with us, 
We ſhall expreſs our Duty in his Eye; 
And let him know fo. 
* Capt. I will do't, my Lord. 
* For. Go ſoftly on. [ Exit For, 
Enter Hamlet, Roſencrans, &c. 
Han. Good Six, whoſe Powers are theſe ? 
* Capt. They are of Norway, Sir. 
* Ham. How propos'd, Sir, I pray you? 
Capt. Againſt ſome part of Poland. 
6 = . 4 — 28 Sir ? A 
6 „The Nephew of old Nerway, Fortinbraf. 
* Ham. Goes — the Main of Poland, 85 
Or againſt ſome Frontier? | 
Capt. Truly to ſpeak, and with no Addition, 
We go to gain a little Patch of Ground, 
© That hath in it no Profit but the Name: 
To pay five Ducats, five, I would not farm it; 
Nor will it yield to Norway, or the Pole, 
* A ranker Rate, ſhould it be fold in fee. 
Hun. Why then the Pollack never will defend it. 
Capt. Nay, it is already garriſon'd. 
* Ham. Two thouſand Souls, and zooco Ducats 
Will not debate the Queſtion of this Straw ; 
* This is th' Impoſthume of much Wealth and Peace, 
That inward breaks, and ſhews no Cauſe without 
* Why the Man dies. I humbly thank you, Sir. 
6 . God be w'ye, Sir. 
* Rof. Will't pleaſe you go, my Lord? 
* Ham. I'll be with you firait, go a little before. 
* How al! Occaſions do inform againſt me, 
And ſpur my dull Revenge? What is a Man 
If his chief Good and Market of his | ime 
Fe but to ſleep and feed? a Beaſt, no more. 
Sure he that made us with ſuch large Diſcourſe, 
king before and after, gave us not 
That Capability and God-like Reaſon, 
To ruſt in us unus d: now, whether it be 


68 HAMLET, 


* Beftial Oblivion, or ſome craven Scruple 
Of thinking too preciſely on th' Event, 
* A Thought which quarter'd, hath but one part Wiſdom, 
And ever three parts Coward ; I do not know 
* Why yet I live to ſay this Thing's to do, 
Sith I have Cauſe, and Will, and Strength, and Means 
Jo do't. Examples groſs as Earth exhort me; 
* Witneſs this Army of ſuch Maſs and Charge, 
Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 
Whoſe Spirit with divine Ambition puft, 
* Makes mouths at the invincible Event, 
* Expoſing what is mortal and unſure 
* To all that Fortune, Death, and Danger dare, 
* Ev'n for an Egg shell. Rightiy to be great, 
Is not to ſtir without great Argument; 
But gre tly to find Quarrel in a Straw, 
When Honour's at the Stake. How ſtand I then 
© That have a Father kill'd, a Mother ftain'd, 
* Excitements of my Reaſon, and my Blood, 
And let all fleep, while to my Shame I fee 
The imminent Death of twenty thouſand Men, 
That for a Fantaſy and Trick of Fame 
* Go to their Graves like Beds ; fight for a Plot 
* Whereon the Numbers cannot try the Cauſe, 
© Which is not Tomb enough and Continent 
© Mh The v4 ned age = — worth ! [Ex 
6 h ts , or be nothi ! t. 
* 2 Queen, Horatio, and a Gentleman. 
Quern. I will not ſpeak with her. 
Gent. She is importunate, 
Indeed diſtracted, and deſerves your Pity. 
ueen. What would ſhe have? 
»t. She ſpeaks much of her Father, /\ oy 
and 
in 


hears 
enviouſly at Straws, f. o s 
Spurns at Straws, ſpeaks Thi 
Thet carey bas . 
Yet the unſhaped Uſe of it doth mo 
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Hor. "Twere good ſhe were ſpoken with, for ſhe may 

7 1＋ Conjectures ia i breeding Minds. ſtrew 
Let her come in. 


Entcr Ophelia. 
5 * Queen. To my fick Soul, as Sin's true Nature is, 
* Each Toy ſeems Prologue to fome great Amis : 
* So full of artleſs Jealouſy is Guilt, 
It ſpills itſelf, in fearing to be ſpilt.” 
Oph. Where is the beauteous Majeſty of D:»mark ? 


Queen. How now, Ophelia ? [ She ings. 
Ofh. _ —_ I your true Love know trom ano- 
ther one 


By his Cockle Hat and Staff, and by his Sandal Shoon. 
Queen. Alas, ſweet Lady, what imports this Song:? 
Oph. Say you, nay pray you mark: 


He is dead and gone, Lady, he is dead and gone, [ Sings. 
At his Head a graſi-green Turf, at his Heel; a Stone. 


ho, 


Queen. Nay but Opheſra. 
Opb. Pray you mark, * 


White his Shroud as the Mountain Snoxw, 
Larded all xcith ſweet Flowers, 

Which beweept to the Ground did not go 
With true Love-Showers. 


Enter King. 

© Queen. Alas! look here, my Lord. 

King. How do you, pretty Lady ? 

2k Well good dil'd you, they ſay the Owl was a Ba- 
ker's Daughter : we know what we are, but know not 
what we may be. | - 

art King. Conceit her Father. 

' Oph. Pray let's have no Words of this; but when they 

aſk you what it means, fay this: 


To-morroww is St. Valentine's Day, [Sipgs. 
All in the Mo: ning betimne, 

Ard I a Maid at your Window, 
Ta be ycur Valentine. 


its 


King. Pretty Ophelia. 
Oh. Indeed —— an Cath I'll make an End on't. 


Then 
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Then up he roſe, and don'd his Clothes, and ape d his 8 
( Door, 
Let in the Maid, that out a Maid never departed more. 
By Gis and by Saint Charity, 
1 Alac and fie for ſhame ; * 
* Io us gag if they come to't; 
5 * they 4 
Quot h ge. _— you © me, you promis d me to wed. 
« (He anſwers) So ould I have done, by vonder San, 
And then hadſt not come to my Bed. 


ing. How long hath ſhe been thus? 
Of Is all will be well, we muſt be patient : but 
S..- 


but w 
ith' cold Ground; my Brother ſhall know of it, and ſo 


eep, to think they would lay him 


I thank you for your good. Counſel 
Come, my Coach, good-night, — good - night, 
Sweet Let 1 2 — 


All from her Father's Death. © * 428... 2 DEEY 
Wen Sorrows come, they come not fingle Spies, 
* But in Battalions: firit, her Father Niin, 
Next, your Son gone, and he moſt rlent 8 
Of his own juſt Remove; the People 
Thick and — in their — houghts — * 'hiſpers 
For good P. lanius Death, and we 3 done but greenly, 
* Obſcurely to inter him; r Ophelia, 
Divided from herſelf, her fair Judgment, 
Without which we *re but Pictures, or mere Beaſls. 
* Laſt, and as much containing as all theſe, 
Her Brother is in ſecret come from France, 
Feeds on this Wonder, keeps himſelf in Clouds, 
And wants not W hiſpers to inſect his Ear 
+ With peſt' lent Speeches of his Father's Death; 
* Wherein Neceſſity of Matter beggar'd, 
Will nothing ſtick our Perſons to arraign 
* In Earand Ear. O my dear Gertrude, this, 
* Like to a murd'ring Piece, in many Places 
* Gives me ſuperfluous Death.” [ 4 Noiſe within. 
Enter Gentleman. 
2ueen. Alack, what Noiſe is this? 
King. * Where are my Swiſſers? let em guard the _ 
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What is the Matter ? 
Gent. Save yourſelf, my Lord. 
The Ocean over-piercing of his Liſt, 
Fats not the Flats with more impetuous Haſte, 
© Than' young Laertes in a riotous Head 
O'er-bears your Officers; the Rabble call him Lord: 
* And as the World were now but to begin, 
« Antiquity forgot, Cuſtom not known, 
The R. tiſiers and Props of ev'ry Word, 
« They cry, chuſe we Laertes for our King ;* 
Caps, Hands, and Tongues applaud it to the Clouds, 
L aertes ſhall be King, Laertes King. 
Queen. How chearfully on the falſe Trail they cry ! 
"Uh [ 4 Noiſe within, 
| O this i counter, you falſe Dani Dogs 
Mg. The Doors are broke 
Laer. within. Where is the King? Sins, ſtand you all 
without. 
All, No, let's come in. 
L +er. ] pray you give me leave. 
A]. We wil, wewil. - 
La:r. I thank you, keep the Door. 
Enter Laertes. 
O thou vile King, give me my Father. 
Ouren. Calmly, good Laertrs. X 
Lacr That Drop of Blood that's calm, proclaims me 
V Cries Cuckold to my Father, brand the Harlot (Battard, 
5 Ev'n here between the chaſte unſmitched Brows 
Of my true Mother. 
King. What is the Cau e Laertes. 
That thy Rebellion looks fo Giant-like ? 
Let him go, Gertrude, do nor fear our Perſon ; 
T here's ſuch Divinity doth hedge a King, 
'That Treaſon dares not reach at what it would, 
Akts little of his Will. Tell me, Lawrres, 
Why thou art thus incens'd ? let him go, Gertrude, 
Speak Man. 
Laer. Where is my Father? 
Queen. But not by him. 
King. Let him demand his fill. | 
Laer. How came he dead ? ['ll not be Juggled with 
To Hell Alegiance, Vows to the blackeſt Devil. 


Con. 
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« Conſcience and Grace to the eſt Pit, 
© I dare Damnation.“ To this Point I ſtand, 
That both the Worlds I give to Negligence, 
Let come what wall, Tu be reveng d, 
Moſt throughly for my Father. 

King. Who ſhall ſtay you? 
Laer. yy Will, not all the World: 

And for my Means, I'll huſband them ſo well, 
They ſhall go far with little. 

ing. Will you in Revenge of your 

Dear Father's Death, deſtroy both Friend and Foe ? 

Laer. None but his Enemies. 

King. Will you know them then ? 

Laer. To his good Friends thus wide I'll ope my Arms, 
And like the kind Life-rend'ring Pelican 
Relieve them with my Blood. 

King. Why now you ſpeak, 
Like a good Child, and a true Gentleman. 
That I am guiltleſs of your Father's Death, 
And am moſt ſenſible in Grief for it, 
It hall as level to your Judgment lie, 
As Day does to your Eye. 

Within. O poor Ophtelia ! 

Laer. Let her come in. 

Enter Ophelia. 

How now? what Noiſe is that? 
O Heat, dry up my Brains; Tears ſev'n times ſalt, 
© Burn out the Senſe and Virtue of mine Eye. 
By Heav'n, thy Madneſs ſhall be paid with Weight, 
Till our Scale turn the Beam. O Roſe of May! 
Dear Maid ! kind Siſter, tweet Ophelia! 
O Heav'ns! is't poſſible a young Maid's Wits 
Should be as mortal as a fick 's Life! 


Oph. They bre him barefac'd on the Bier, [ Sings. 
Aud in his Grave rain'd many a Tear. 
Fare you well, my Dove. 

Laer. Edt thou thy Wits, and didſt perſuade Revenge, 
It could not move us. 

Oph. You muſt fing a-down, a-down, 
2 call him a- down a. O how the Wheel becomes it 
It is the falſe Steward that ſtole his Maſter's Daughter. 


Laer. 


Laer. A Document in Madneſs, Thoughts and Re- 
membrance fitted. 


Oph. There's Fennel for and Co'umbines ; there's 
Rue for you, and here's fo 32 nx Bo 


Herb of Grace o' Sundays ; O'yeu wear your 
with a Difference. There's 3 Daily: 1 would — 7 — 


ſome Violets, but they wither d 41 2 when my Father died : 


they ſay he made a good End. 

For bonny fevert Robin is all my Foy. [Sings. 
Laer. Thoughts and Affliction, Paſſion, Hell itſelf! 

She turns to Favour, and to Prettineſa. 
Oph. And will he not come again, [Sings. 
And will he not come again? 


No, no, he is dead, go to thy Death-Bed, 


He never will come again. 
His Beard was os white as Snow ; 
Flaxen wwas his Pole; 


He is gone, he is gone, and che caſt awvay h]; 
And Paace be with his Soul, and with all Lowers Souls. 


[ Exit. 
. Laertes, I muſt ſhare in your Grief, Pol 


Or you deny my Ri go but a- part 
a your wiſeſt Friends you will, 


And they be hear and twixt you and me ; 
1 

They find ws — we will our give, 
Our Crown, our Life, bo pt pwn. ctr ann 
To hoop, 197 . 

Be 


o you 
you conten 242 
And we ſhall jo a 
To give it 128 
Laer. 3 


NoT 

No . 
Cry to be heard as 

That I muſt call t in -— 


— oc Fe, 


So you , 


And where th'Offence 


is, let the great Ax fall : 


I pray you go with 


Enter Horatio and Gentleman. 


them come in ; 
if not from Lord Hamlet. 


know from what Part of the World 


be greeted, 


: Enter two Sather:s. 


* 1 Sail. Save you, Sir.“ 


came 
— 


= 85 ; 


your Name be Horatio, as we are inform'd it is. 


2 Sail. Here are Letters for 


from the Embaſſador that was 


ive 


Hall have over-look'd this, 


g 
have Letters 


King, they 
old at $ 


Means to the 


a Pirate e 
fe. Finding 


gave us Cha 


r 


Valour, and 


thaw: 


of Sail, we 


compelled 


on the 


Inſtant 


I bearded 


© 
$ 


A 


they got 
Priſener. 


ner 
, but they 
hem. Lit 


alone became 


Ti 


their 


bieves of Mer 


* 
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Jo 
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> you 


Come, I will make 


Way for theſe your Letters ; 


[Excant. 


. perhaps r weak, 
But yet to me they're ——_ -, mans 


Lives almoſt by his Looks ; myſelf, 
My V irtue or my Plague, Kehr, 
She is ſo precious to my Lil and $02, 


That as a Star moves not but in his Sphere, 
I could not but by ber. 'The other Motive, 
Why to a publick Court I might not go, 
Is the t Love the People him, 
Who dipping all his Faults in their Affection, 
Work like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
* Convert his Gyves to Grace; ſo that my Arrows, 
* Too ſlightly timbred for fo loud a Wind, 
Would have reverted to my Bow again, 
And not where I had aim'd them.” 

Laer. And fo I have a noble Father loſt ; 
A Sitter driven into defp'rate Terms, 
Whoſe Worth, if Praiſes may go back again, 
Stood Challenger on th* Mount of all the Age 
For her Perfettions: but my Revenge will come. 

King. Break not your Sleep for that, muſt not think 
That we are made of Stuff fo flat and 4 dull, 
That we cin let our Beard be ſhook with ? 
And think it Paſtime : you ſhortly ſhall hear more. 
IT lov'd your Father, and we love ourſelf ; 
- dad that | hope will teach 1 

Euter a 


Heger 

How now! what News ? | 

Meg. Leiters, my Lord, from Hamlet, © Theſe to 

your Mzjelty : This to the 

King. From Hamlet ! who them ? 

Me. Sailors, my Lord, they fay ; I faw them not; 
They were giv'n me _ he receiv'd them 

es, you us. & 
(Ex. Meg. 
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Will you be rul'd by me? 
r. Ay, my Lord, fo you will not o er- rule me te 


* 


And for his Death no Wind of Blame ſhall breathe, 
But ev'n his Mother ſhall uncharge the Practice, 
it Accid 
I will be rul'd, 
could deviſe it fo, 
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Than ſettled Age his Sables, and his Weeds, 


« Importing Health and Gravenefs.” Two Months ſince 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy, 


I've ſeen myſelf, and ferv'd againſt the French, 
And they can well on Horſeback : but this Gallant, 
Had Witchcraft in't, he grew unto his Seat, 
And to ſuch wond”rous Doing brought his Horſe, 
As he had been incorps'd and demi-natur'd 
With tne brave Beaſt : ſo far he my Thought, 
That | in Forgery of Shapes and 'T'ricks 
Came ſhort of what he did. 
Laer. A Nerman Was't ? 
King. A Norman. 
aer. Upon my Life, Lancu nl. 
kirg. The very fame. 
\Larr. I know him well, he is indeed 
The Gem of all the Nation. | 
King. He made Confeſſion of you, 
And gave you ſuch a maſterly — — 
For Art and Exerciſe in your Defence, 
And for your Rapier moſt eſpecially, 
That he cry'd out, Twouſd be a Sight indeed, 
If one could match you: The Fencers of their Nation 
He ſwore had neither Motion, Guard, nor Eye, 
If you oppos'd them. Sir, this Report of lus 
Did t ſo envenom with his by I 
That he could nothing do, but willl and beg 
Your ſudden coming o'er to play with you. 
Now out of this —— 
Laer. What out of this, my Lord? 
King. Laertes, was your Father dear to you ? 
Or are you like the Painting of a Sorrow, 
A Face 2 44 Heart 4 f 
Laer. u thi 
King. Noe that | think you diff not love your Father, 
* But that I know love is begun by Time, 
And that I fee in Pa of Proof, 
Time qualifies the 8 and Fire of it; 
© There lives within the very Flame of Love 
* Akind of Wick or Snuff that will abate it, 
And nothing is at a like Goodneſs ſtill : 
For Goodneſs growing to a Pleuriſy. 
Dies in his own too much: that we would do, 
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We ſhould do when we would; —— 
© And hath Abatements and 

As there are Tongues, are 
And ——— like a fperdd eheift Sigh, 
That hurts by eafing.” But to the Buſineſs : 
Hamlet comes : what would you undertake 
To ſhew yourſelf indeed your Father's Son 
More than in Words ? 

Laer. To cut his Throat r th“ Church. 

King. No Place indeed ſhould protect a Murderer, 
R ſhould have no Bounds : ** 
Keep cloſe within your Chamber; 
Hamlet return 'd ſhall know you are come home. 
We'll put on thoſe ſhall 
And ſet a double V; 


Will not peruſe the Foils 
Or with a little Shufflin 

A Sword unbaited, , 
Requite him for your 


. Fl do't; 
I'll anoint my Sword: 


And for the 
I bought an Unction of a Mountebank, 
So mortal, that but dip a Knife in it, 
Where it draws blood, no ſm ſo rare, 
Colleged from all Simples that have Virtue 
Under the Moon, can fave the Thing from Death 
In, DES 
him Yo 
It may be n * 
King. Let's further think of this ; 
« Weigh þ what Conveyance both of Time and Mean 
if -.. us to our Shapes If this ſhould fail, 
q i us our Shupes If our bad Performarce, 
were better not aſſay d. Therefore this Project 
* Should have a Back or Second that might hol 
If this ſhould blaſt in Proof: foft — let me fee — 
* We'll make a folemn Wager on your Cunnin 
+ hn hes is de AG ww are 1 
Tanks mans ns ts thns Bod. 
| And thr he ea for Drink, I'll have prepar'd him 


A 


Queen. One Woe doth tread upon another's Heel, 
So fait they follow : your Siſter's drown'd, Laertes. 

Laer. Drown'd! O where? 

NPueen. There is a Willow growing o'er a Brook, 
That ſhews his hoary Leaves 1'th* glaſſy Stream, 
Near which fantaſtic Garlands ſhe did make 
Of Crow-Flow'rs, Nettles, Daifies and long Purples, 
That lib'ral Shepherds give a grofier Name, 

* But our cold Maids do — Mens Fingers call them.” 
There on the pendent Boughs her Coronet - weeds, 
Clamb'ring to hang, an enviaus Shiver bro e, 

When Jown her weedy Trophies, and herſelf, 

Fell in the weeping Brook : * ker Clothes ſpread wide, 
* And Mermaid like, a while they bore her up, 
Which time ſhe chaunted Remnants of old Lauds, 

* As one incapable of her own Diſtreſs, 

Or like a Creature native and endued 
* Unto that Element: but long it could not be, 
Till that her Garments, heavy with their Drink, 
Pull'd the gentle Maid from her melodious Lay 

* To muddy Death.” | | 

Laer. Alus then! is ſhe drown'd ? 

Queen. Drown'd, drown'd. | 

Laer. Too much of Water haſt thou, poor Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my Tears: but yet 
It is our Trick.“ Nature her Cuſtom holds, 
Let Shame ſay what it will ; * when theſe are gone, 
The Woman will be out. Adieu, my Lord, 
I have a Fire that fain would blaze, 

But that this Folly drowns it. [ Exie. 

King. Let's Gertrude; | | 
How much had I to do to calm his Rage! 

Now I fear this will give it ſtart again, | 
Therefore let's follow. [ Exennt. N 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


Enter two Grawe- & 


i Grave. IS ſhe to be buried in Chriſtian Burial, when 
ſhe wilfully ſeeks her own Salvation? 

2. Grave. I tell thee ſhe is, therefore make her Grave 
ſtrait; the Crowner hath ſet on her, and finds it Chriſtian 
1 Grave. How can that be, unleſs ſhe drown'd her. 
ſelf in her own Defence ? 

2 Grave. Why tis found fo. 

1 Grave. It muſt be © offendendo, it cannot be elle : 
for here lies the Point; if I drown myſelf wittingly, ic 
argues an Act; and an Act hath three Branches, it is to 
act, to do, and to perform; argal ſhe drown'd herſelf 
* 


ſay ſt ; and the 

that great Folk ſhould have Countenance in this World to 

drown or hang themſelves more than we: Come, my 

Spade, there is hoantient Gentlemen but Gardeners, Ditch - 

ers, and 3 z they bold up Adam Profeſſion. 
a Gentle "7% 


man? . ' 


, > © _ w_ owsd 
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2 Grave. The Gallows- maker, for that out-lives a 
thouſand Tenants. " 

1 Grave. I like thy Wit well; the Gallows does well; 
but how does it well ? It does well to thoſe that do ill ; 
now thou do'lt ill to ſay the Gallows is built ſtronger than 
the Church: arga/, the Gallows may do well to thee. 
'To't again, come. 

2 Grawe. Who builds ſtronger than a Maſon, a Ship- 
wright, or a Carpenter ? 

1 Grave. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 

2 Grave. Marry, now I can tell. 

t Grave. To't. 

2 Crave. Maſs I cannot tell. 

1 Grave. Cudgel thy Brains no more about it, for your 
dull Ass will not mend his Pace with beating; and when 
thou art aſk'd this Queſtion next, ſay, A Grave-digger : 
the Houſes he makes laſt till Doomſday. | 

Go, get thee in, and fetch me a Stoop of Liquor. 

| Exit 2 Grave. 
In Youth when I did love, did love, Sings. 
Methought it was very beet. 
To contract O the time for a my behave 


O methought there was nothing a meet, 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 
Ham. Has this Fellow no Feeling in his Buſineſs, that 
he fings in Grave-making ? 
Hor. Cuitom hath made in him a Property of Eaſi- 
neſs. 


Grave. But Age with flealing $ 
— 2 in 4. h, 
And hath ſhipped me into the Land, 
As if I had never been ſuch. | 


Cain's Jaw-bone, that did the firſt Murder : This might 
the Pate of a Politician which this Aſs now o'er-reaches, 
one that would circumvent Heaven, might it not? 


i Wh 1 


my 
an 
no more 
? 
» 
be made 
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Grave. 'Tis a quick Lye, Sir; "twill again from me 


to 
Hom. What Man doſt thou dig it for ? 
Grave. For no Man, Sir. 


long 

that 

Grave, Cannot res 
it was that that 


. * 
Grave. I will not be ſeen in him there, there are Men 
as mad as he. | 


Sexton, Man and Boy, thirty Years. 
Ham. How long will a Man lie i'th* Earth ere he rot? 
ith, if he be not rotten before he die, as we 


F 


in, he will laſt you ſome eight Years, or nine Years : 
nine Years. | 
more than another ? 
* * — Hide is ſo tann d with his trade, 
t he wi out Water a t whale, and Water 
is a fore Decayer of your &< ok dead Body : here's A 
Scull now hath lain you ith” Earth three and twenty years. 


H:m. 
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Grave. A whoreſon mad Fellow's it was; whoſe do 
you think it was? 


Ham. Nay, I know not. 
Grave. A Peſtilence on him for a mad he 
E ggon of Rheniſh on my Head once: this ſame 


I, Sir, was Sir 7oric#'s Skull, TIO 
Ham. This? 


Grave. Even that. 


Ham. Alas, poor Yorick / I knew him, Horatio, a Fel- 
low of infinite Jeſt, 


gination is it? my Gorge riſes at it. 
Here hung thoſe Lips that I have kiſs kid I — 


know not how 

oft ; where be your Jibes now, pod 9 cg 2 
Fate on of Merriment, that — wont to ſet 

bl . own Grin - 

te ? Now — — 

| bie, and tell her. le hr paint a Inch th thick, tothis Com- 

er make her laugh at that. 

ithee, Horatio, teil me one Thing. 
Hor. What's that, m Lord ? 

Ham. Doſt thou Alexander Jook'd on this Faſhion 


Ham. And ſmelt ſo? pah. Smelling to the Skull. 
Hor. E'en ſo, my "#5 
Ham. To what baſe Uſes we may return! Horatio, 
why may not Imagination trace the noble Duſt of Alex- 
ander, till we find it ſte pping a Bung- hole? 
Fr. Tuere to too cunouſly, to conſider ſo. 
Ham. No, faith, ed aud Laden but to follow him thither 
with Mode to lead it. As thus, 
Alexander » —_ was buried, Alexander re- 
turneth to Duſt, the Duſt is Earth, of Earth we make 
= and why of that Lome whereto he was convert- 
23 not ſtop a Beer- barrel? 
perial Cæſar, dead, and turn'd to Clay, 
Mi . der a Hole to keep the Wind away. 
O Seth Earth which kept the W in Awe, 
Should patch 2 Wall Cexpel the Water's Flaw! 


8 
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Scene draws, and diſcovers the King, Laertes, 
and Prieft, with a Corſe. 

But ſoft, but ſoft awhile, here comes the King, 
The Queen, and all the Court: who's this they follow, 
And with ſuch maimed Rites ? This doth betoken, 
The Corſe they follow d did with deſp'rate Hand 
Deftroy its own Life ;' twere of ſome Eitate : 
Stand by awhile and mark. 

Laer. What Ceremony elſe ? 

Ham. That is Laertes, a very noble Youth. 

Laer. What Ceremony elle ? 

Pricſt. Her Obſequies have been as far enlarg'd 
As we have Warranty; her Death was doubctul ; 
And, but that t Command o' er ſways the Order, 
She ſhould in Ground unſanctify' d be lody'd ; 
For charitable Prayers, 
Flints and Pebbles ſhould be thrown upon her: 
Yet here ſhe is allow'd her V irgin Rites, | 
Her Maiden Strewments, and the bringing home 
Of Bell and Burial. 

Laer. Muſt there no more be done ? 

Prieft. No more : 
We ſhould profane the Service of the Dead, 
To ſing a Requiem, and ſuch Reſt to her 
As to peace-parted Souls. 

Laer. Lay her i th' Earth, 


Ham. W hat the fair Ophelia ! 
Queen. Sweets to the Sweet, farewel. 
[ Throws in a Garland of Flowers. 
I hop'd thou ſhould'ſt have been my Hamler's Wite; 
I thought thy Bride-bed to have deck d, ſweet Maid, 
And not have ftrew'd thy Grave. 
Laer. O treble Woe! 
Fall ten times double on that curſed Head, 
Whoſe wicked Deeds depriv'd thee of 
'Thy moit i Senſe; hold off the Earth awhile, 
T1 1 have caught her cace mere in my Arms. 
| [ Leaps into the Grave. 
Now pile your Duſt upon the Quick and Dead, 
Till of this Flat a Mountain you have made 


T*o'er- 
| 2 
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T' o'ertop old Pelion, or the ſkyiſh Head 
Of blue Olympus 


"I lov'd Ophelia ; forty thouſand Brothers, 

Could not with all their Quantity of Love 
Make up my Sum: What wilt thou do for her? 

King. O he is mad, Laertes. 

2ucen. Forbear him. 

Ham. Shew me what thou wilt do ; 
Wilt weep, wilt fight, wilt faſt, wilt tear thy ſelf, 
Wilt dri eat a Crocodile ? 
Fl do't. Doſt thou come here to whine ? 
To out-face me with in her Grave ? 
Be bury'd quick with her, and fo will I. 
And if you prate of Mountains, let them throw 
Millions of Acres on us, till our Ground 
Sin his Pate —— Zone, 
ce Offa like a t mouth, 
I'll rant as well as thou 
Veen. This is mere . 
thus a while the Fit will work on him; 
Anon as patient as a female Dove, 
When firit her golden Couplets are difclos'd; 
iy ay oy a 

Hem. Hear you, Sir 
What is the Reaſon that you uſe me thus? 


Wr but it is no matter, 


Prince of Denmark. 

Let Hercules himſelf do what he may, 
The Cat will mew, mein 
X. 
King. I pray thee good Horatio, wait upon 


Good Gertrude, rn 
. Bag 
* An Hour of we ſee, 
- Till then in Patience on Proceodings be [ Exeunt. 
Enter Hamlet — — 
Ham. So much for this, Sir, you ſhall now fee th' other; 
You do remember all the Circumſtance ? 
Har. Remember it, my Lord 
Ham. Sir, in my Heart there was 2 kind of 
That would not let me fleep. * Methought I lay 
* Worſe than the Mutiners in the Bilboes, raſhly, 
And prais'd be Raſhneſs for it: let us know, 
Our Indiſcretion ſometimes ſerves us well, 
* When our deep Plots do fail end that ſhould learn us, 
There's a Divinity that ſhapes our Ends, 
them how we will. 
2r. That is moſt certain. 
My Se Up from my Cabbin, * 
gown waape about me, in Dark 
] grop'd to find them out, had my Defire, 
Reached their Packet, - gw thr 4 


To mine own Room a — 4 
Ir 


(My Fears 

Their z where I found, Mratio, 
An exact C ; 

* Larded with many few“ ral forts of Reaſons 


© Im Denmart's Health, and Exgland's too, 
* With, ho! ſuch Bugs and Goblins in my Life, 
© That on the Su ne Leiſure bared, 
No not to ſtay the grinding of an Ax, 
That ſoon as I to d came, 
My Head ſhould be of. 

Her. Is't ? 

Ham. Here's the Commiſſion, read it at more Leiſure. 
But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed ? 

Eby. I beſeech you. 


Hein. 
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Ham. Beirg thus be-netted round with Villains, 
Fre I could make a Prologue to my Brains, 
They had begun the Play: I fat me down, 
Devis'd a new Commiſſion, wrote it fair. 
* | once did hold it, as our Statiſts do, 
A Baſeneſs to write fair, and labour'd much 
* How to forget that Learning; but, Sir, now 
It did me Yeoman's Service. Wilt thou know 
Th' Effect of what I wrote ? ; 

Hor. Ay, good my Lord. 

Ham, An earneſt Conjuration from the King; ; 
As England was his faithful T ributary, 
As Love between them like the Palm might flouriſh, 
As Peace ſhould ſill her wheaten Garland wear, 
And ſtand — 4 tween their Amities, 
And many ſuch of great Charge,” 

hat on the View of theſe Contents, 
Without Debatement further more or lefs, 
He ſhould thoſe Bearers put to ſudden Death, 
Not Shriving-time allow'd.” 

Hor. How was this ſeal'd? 

Ham. Why ev'n in that was Heaven ordinant :” 
TI had my Father's Signet in my Pocket, 

Which was the Model of that Dari Seal; 
1 folded the Writ up th' Form o- th' other, 
Subſcrib'd it, gave't th Impreſſion, plac'd it ſafely, 
* The Changeling never known ;* — next Day 
Was our Sea- fight, and what to this was ſequent 
Thou know it already. 

Hor. So Guilds — rant went to't. 


Ham. Why they di 


Does oo —„— 
* * Tis dang'rous when the baſer comes, 
6 pes my PNAS 


« Of 1 
u e e King is this? | 
Ham. Does it not, think you, ſtand me now 
He that hath kill'd my King, and whor'd my Mo 
Stept in between th' Election and my Hopes, 
Thrown out his Angle for my proper Life, 
And wich ſuch Con nage, is' t not Conſcience, 
To quit him with this Arm? And ist not to be damn d, 


To 


make Love to this Employ- 
They are not near my Conſcience, their Defeat (ment, 


t 
t 
4 
if 
| 
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To let this Canker of our Nature come 
In further Evil? 
Enter Oſtrick. 
Of Your Lordſhip is right welcome back to Denmark. 
am. I humbly thank you, Sir. 
Doſt know this Water-fly ? 
Hor. No, my good Lord. 
Ham. Thy State is the more ious, for 'tis a Vice 
to know him, he hath much and fertile ; let a Beaſt 
be * of Beaſts, _—_ _ 3 at the King's 
. Meſs ; tis a Chough, as id, ſpacious in the poſ- 
ſeſſion of Dirt. | pot 
Of. Sweet Lord, if your Lordſhip were at Leiſure, I 
ſhould impart a Thing to you from his Majeſty. 
Ham. 1 will receive it, Sir, with all Diligence of Spi- 
rit : your Bonnet to his right Uſe, tis for the Head. 
- I thank your Leni, tis very hot. 
am. No, believe me, it is very cold; the Wind is 
ortherly. | * 
> ey is indifferent cold, my Lord, indeed. 
r 


N 
"Op. — 


| im, hi , and nothing more. 

Of. Ten Lene freaks werf ?nfallibly of him. 
Ham. The Concernancy, Sir: why do we wrap the 
Gentleman in our rawer Breath ? * Op. 
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Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the Hall, if it pleaſe 
© his Majeſty," it is the breathing Time of the Day with 
me ; let the Foils be the Gentleman willing, and 
the King hold his Purpoſe, I will win for him, if I can; if 
not, I wall nothing but my Shame, and the odd Hits. 
y 1 gt 
To this Effect, Sir, „ after what Flouriſh your 
"= 1 Duty Lordſhip. LZ 
. to your K t. 
How Yours res wel to commend itſelf, there's no 
Tongue elle fit for its Turn. 
Hor. This Lap-wing runs away with the Shell on his 
Ham. He did fo, Sir, with his Dug before he ſuck'd 
* it” Thus has he, and many more of the ſame Breed, 
that I know, * the droffy Age dotes on, only got the 
Tune of the Time, a Habit of Encounter, a kind of 


ſond and winnowed 
them to their Trials, the 


are out. 
Later a Gentleman. 
Gent. My Lord, his Majeſty commended him to 
rr who brings. back to him that 
| him in the Hall: he ſends to know, if your Plea- 


Ar. Von will loſe, my Lord. 
ö Ham. I do not think ſo; fince he went into France, 
: have been in continual Practice; I ſhall win at the 
p Odds : thou would" not think how ill all's here about 
1 


Scene draws, and diſcovers , Queen, 
tlemen and Guards. Re-enter Hamlet and Horatio. 
King. Come Hamlet, come and take this Hand from me. 
Ham. Give me your Pardon, Sir; I've done you wrong. 
But pardon't as you are a Gentleman : this Preſence knows, 
And you mult needs have heard how I am puniſh'd | 
_—_ a fore Diſtraction; what I 12 
t might Nature, Honour, Exception 
— ny I here laim was Madneſs. 


* Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Never Hamlet; 


— 7 
75 


&- 


Laer. Come, one for me. 

Ham. I'll be your Foil, Laertes, in mine Ign'tance 3 
Your Skill ſhall, like a Star, ith'darkeft Night appear. 

Laer. You mock me, Sir. 

Ham. No, on my Honour. 


King 
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King. Give them the Foils, young Ofrict : Couſin 
Hamles, you know the Wager. — 
Ham. Very well, my Lord: 
Your Grace has laid the Odds o' th' weaker Side. 
King. I do not fear it, I have ſeen you both; 
But fance he's better'd, we have therefore Odds. 
Laer. This is too heavy, let me ſee another. 
Ham. This likes me well; theſe Foils have all a Length. 
of AY, my good Lord. | 
ing. Set me the Stoops of Wine upon the Table; 
If Hamlet give the firſt or ſecond Hit, 
Or quit in anſwer of the third , 
Let all the Battlements their Ord*nance fire ; 
The King ſhall drink to Hamlets better Breath, 
And in the Cup an Onyx ſhall he throw, 
Richer than that which four ſucceſſive Kings 
In Denmark's Crown have worn. Give me the Cup, 
And let the Kettle to the Trumpet ſpeak, 
The Trumpet to the Cannoneer without, 
The Cannons to the Heav'ns, the Heavens to Earth, 
Now the King drinks to Hamlet: come begi 


And you the Judges, bear a wary Fye. 


8 (and Shout. 
palpable Drums, Trumpets, 
b Flew, 4 Piece ——_ 
King. Stay, give me the Drink. Hamlet, this Pearl is 
thine. Here's to thy Health : Give him the Cup. 
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zee, No, no, the Drink, the Drink, —O my 
* The Drink, the Drink 'm poiſon [ She dies. 
Ham. O Viilkin! ho, let the Door be lock'd ; 
Treachery ! ſeek it out. | | 
Laert. It is here, Hamlet —— thou art ſlain ; 
No Medicine in the World can do thee good, 
la thee there is not half an Hour's Life : 
The treach'rous Inftrument is in this Hand, 
Unbated and envenom d; the foul Practice 
— —ů— Lo — 
eyer to again: Mother's poiſon” 
I can no more——the King, the King's to blame. 
Ham. The Point envenom'd too! Then, Venem, to 
thy Work. | [Stabs the King. 
All. Treaſon, Treaſon! 
' King. O yet deſend me, Friends! I am but hurt. 
Ham. Here, thou inceftuous Daze ; 
Drink off this Potion : is the Ou here? 
Follow my Mother. 
Laer. * He's j 
Exchange Forgj 
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Mine and my Father's Death come not upon thee, 
Nor thine on me. < [ Dies 


Ham. Heav'n make thee free of it, I follow thee ; 7 
Ta dead, Ebratio;' wretched Queen, farewel. 

You that look and tremble at th15 Chance, 

That are but Mutes or Audience to this Act, 

Had I but Time, (as this fell Serjeant Death | 

Is ſtrict in his Arreſt) O! I could tell you; = 
But let it be; Horatio, I am dead; | 
Thou liw'ſt, 11 Cauſe arig ht 


ive me the Cup; let go, Ell hav't: 
good Horatio, think what a wounded Name, 


thy Heart, | 
Felicity a while, 


from 
harſh World draw thy Breath in Pain 
Story: what watlike Noi.e is this? 


A March afur off. 
Erter Oſtrick. for of 


Of. Young Fortinbras with Conqueſt come from Poland, 
The Embaſſadors of England give this warlike Volley. | 
Ham. O IIS. H.ratio. . i 
The potent Poiſon quite o'er-grows my Spirit; | | 
I cannot live to has the News from Enland. 0 
But I do propheſy th' Election lights | 
On Fortizbras ; he has my dying Voice, | | 
So tell him, with th' Occurrents more and lefs 
Which have foll.cited, O —— the reſt is Silence. [ Dire. 
Hor. Now cracks the Cordage of a noble Heart ; 
Good-night, ſweet Prince, | 
And Choirs of Angels fing thee to thy Reft. 
Why does the Drum come hither ? 
Enter Fortinbras with the Embaſſudors. 
* For. Where is this Sight ? 
F. What is it you 
* If aught 
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